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NAHHH! 

Elizabeth  Mack 


WOLVES  TRAVEL  IN  PACKS, 

ZEBRA  TRAVEL  IN  COLONIES. 

WHEREAS  I  AM  LIKE  THE  BUTTERFLY  OF  NATURE, 

I  STAND  ALONE. 

THERE  IS  NOTHING  LIKE  BEING  TO  MYSELF. 

WHEN  WITH  MEN, 

YOU  MUST  TALK,  YOU  MUST  LISTEN. 

WHEN  I  AM  ALONE, 

I  ACCOMPANY  NO  BEING,  NO  ONE  ACCOMPANIES  MINE  OWN. 

SILENT  SOLITUDE  IS  MY  ONLY  COMPANY. 

WHEN  ALONE, 

I  AM  AGILE,  I  AM  FREE. 

WITH  ONLY  SOLITUDE  TO  ENVELOP  ME. 

I  WALK  THROUGH  THE  FOREST, 

WITH  SOLITUDE  TO  JOIN  ME. 

ITS  COMFORTABLE  EERINESS  HANGING  OFF  MY  SHOULDERS 

AS  A  CLOAK. 

I  NEED  NO  MAN, 

FOR  I  HAVE  SOLITUDE. 

OUTSIDE,  I  BREATHE  IN  THE  CRISP  AIR. 

I  CAN  GO  WHERE  THE  WOLF  CANNOT. 

AS  A  BUTTERFLY,  I  CAN  SIT  ON  LEAVES, 

I  CAN  FLY. 

THE  WOLF  NEEDS  A  PACK. 

I  DON'T. 

I  HAVE  SOLITUDE. 

AS  I  WALK  THE  COOL  EARTH  SOOTHES  MY  NAKED  FEET. 

THE  FOREST, 

THE  LUSH  GREEN  LEAVES, 

THE  THICK  BRUSH, 

THE  STRONG  EVERGREEN  SMELL, 

ALL  MINE. 

I  MUST  SHARE  IT  WITH  NO  MAN. 

IT  IS  MINE  TO  SHARE  WITH  WHO,  OR  WHATSOEVER  I 

CHOOSE... 

I  CHOOSE  SOLITUDE 


Here  I 

am 

Robb  Barrett 

Here  I 
wondering 
you  are 
there  with 

am 

if 

out 

me 

in 

your 
mind 

or  are 
you  only 
just 
a 

Runnin'  Circles  Around  Ya 

Paul  Vollmer 

I  keep  in  shape  and  do  my  physical  fitness, 

your  heads  are  numb,  so  your  brain  will  miss  this. 

pick  'em  up,  eat  'em  up,  pick  'em  up,  heat  'em  up 

pick  'em  up,  pickle  head,  pick  'em  up  picky 

I  roll  with  globs  and  come  real  sticky. 

Grippin'  the  mic,  I  plug  it  in  your  ears 

causin'  brew,  I'm  comin'  out  like  beers 

like  Rheingold,  Miller  quarts  and  Buds 

I'ma  eat  'em  up  with  popcorn  and  treat  'em  like  suds,  ya  duds 

comin'  out  with  the  wick,  wack,  wicky,  wickable,  wack 

black  jack,  thafs  a  fact 

right  and  exact  behind  your  back. 

Kickin'  up  in  a  brain  storm, 

rain  storm,  rap  storm,  rap  form, 

rap  time,  rap  rhyme,  rap  class 

further  more  on  a  hype  tip 

so  brother  just  zip  your  lip. 

'cuz  I  roll  and  rock,  rock  and  roll 

just  don't  sell  your  soul 

jazz  and  pop,  rhythm  &  blues 

you  might  as  well  quit  'cuz  you're  gonna  lose. 

I'll  mess  with  your  mind  and  cause  brain  confusion 

forget  it  bro'  'cuz  you're  losin'. 


dream. 
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Coins  for  the  Ferryman 

David  Weese 


He  is  depraved 

Yet  he  walks  the  streets 

.  ..again 

This  time 

He  will  seek  innocence 

and  destroy  it 

But  he  has  rights! 

We'll  give  him  a  lawyer 
His  rights  he'll  proclaim 
Yet  her  parents  will  wear 
His  ball  and  his  chain 

Free  him  they'll  say 
As  they  weep  on  the  stand 
But  Polly  gets  coins 
For  the  ferryman's  hand 

It  wasn't  his  fault 
His  life's  all  a  mix 
But  all  Polly  gets 
Is  a  trip  o'er  the  Styx 

When  will  it  stop 

Just  when  will  we  know 

That  too  many  lives 

Have  crossed  the  Styx'  flow 

Depraved  as  you  are 
Your  name  I'll  not  show 
But  my  wish  for  you 
You  surely  must  know 

GO  TO  HELL 

DO  NOT  PASS 

DO  NOT  COLLECT  $200 

Do  not  collect 

Coins  for  the  ferryman 


Nuclear  Onslaught 

Tony  Loveland 

Wild  winds  of  War 

are  coming  very  near 

man  is  on  the  edge 

Death  is  what  we  fear 

Toxins  cloud  the  sky 

Pollution  fills  the  air 

Government  at  fault 

but  they  no  longer  care 

Button  has  been  pushed 

Death  is  on  her  way 

All  that  will  be  left 

destruction  and  decay 

Fire  cuts  the  night 

like  a  razor  knife 

It  will  steal  your  soul 

It  will  take  your  life 

First  comes  panic,  then  comes  pain 

until  nothing  will  remain 

Who  is  the  one  at  fault 

for  this  Nuclear  Onslaught. 

Greener 

Dojna  Corzine 

peeling  Elmer's  glue  from  my  fingers 

wouldn't  give  me  the  same  feeling 

since  you  threw  me  that  smile 

and  I'm  afraid  your  thread's  not  strong  enough 

to  pull  me  out  of  this  lion  trap 

I  tricked  myself  back  into 

I  want  you  to  lie  to  me 

these  days  off  are  such  hell  when 

heaven's  half  a  block  away 

and  I'm  afraid  the  ladder's  next  rung 

will  give  way  when  I  reach  for  it 

gazing  up  at  this  angel  smiling 

like  you  coufrid't  ever  and  making 

me  call  his  unfairness  and  keeping 

me  from  guessing  why  I  like  it  here 

don't  let  me  drag  you  into  this 


(In  ancient  times  the  dead  were  buried  with  coins 
in  their  mouths  so  that  they  could  pay  the 
mythical  ferryman  to  take  them  over  the  river 
Styx  into  Valhalla  [heaven]) 
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The  Bitter  Taste  of  Venom 

John  M.  Bloome 

Smoke  filled  his  room  like  a  thick  fog  of  toxic 
gas.  His  self-destructing  addictions  had  become  his 
only  source  of  pleasure.  On  most  days  he  would 
blow  the  smoke  out  the  window,  but  today  he 
wanted  to  relish  the  after-effects  long  after  the  source 
had  been  extinguished. 

He  slowly  got  up  and  walked  over  to  his 
dresser.  Above  his  dresser  was  a  shelf  covered  with 
empty  vodka  and  whiskey  bottles,  just  a  humbling 
reminder  of  his  other  addiction.  He  began  searching 
through  his  top  drawer  for  the  zip-lock  bag 
containing  the  rest  of  his  marijuana. 

"Christian!"  His  mother's  voice  cried  out  in 
a  gentle  tone.  He  quickly  darted  to  the  other  side  of 
the  room.  Frantically,  he  tried  to  fan  the  smoke  out 
the  window. 

The  bedroom  door  flew  open  and  slammed 
against  the  wall  with  an  angry  force.  His  mother 
stood  in  the  doorway  like  a  scorned  ex-lover. 

"Where  did  you  go  last  night?"  she  inquired. 

"Uh,  uh....I...." 

"You  didn't  ask  to  sneak  off  with  my  car," 
she  interrupted. 

"I.. .I'm  sorry,  it  won't  happen  again." 

"It  won't  happen  again?"  she  mimicked. 
"You're  damn  right  it  won't  happen  again,  you 
worthless  bastard." 

Her  words  were  like  bullets  flying  at  him.  He 
quietly  sat  there  knowing  the  verbal  assault  would 
soon  be  over. 

"Why  can't  you  be  good  like  you  used  to  be? 
Why  did  you  have  to  turn  into  your  father?  I  don't 
care  where  you  were  last  night.  I  don't  care  what  this 
strange  smokey  smell  is  in  here.  I  don't  care  about 
you!" 

Her  volcano  of  emotions  had  erupted  inside 
of  her  as  tears  poured  down  her  cheeks.  She  quickly 
turned  and,  in  a  quiet  rage,  stormed  out  of  the  room. 

Christian  was  left  in  his  room,  his  sanctuary, 
the  only  place  he  felt  protected.  His  room  was  where 
he  had  survived  his  mother's  wrath  on  many 
occasions.  About  once  a  week  she  would  vent  her 
frustrations  on  the  only  man  in  her  life.  Her  outbursts 
didn't  even  bother  him  anymore.  He  had  grown  into 
the  ideal  whipping  boy. 

He  couldn't  understand  why  he  was  always 
being  compared  to  a  father  he  never  even  knew.  He 
hated  being  alone  but  never  by  himself.  The  feeling 


of  eternal  desolation  had  emotionally  paralyzed 
him. 

Still  vaguely  feeling  the  effects  of  the 
marijuana  he  had  smoked  less  than  fifteen  minutes 
ago,  Christian  clumsily  reached  for  his  wallet.  A 
fake  I.D.,  a  picture  of  Laura,  and  fifteen  dollars.  He 
removed  the  picture  from  his  wallet.  He  treated  the 
picture  as  if  it  were  as  soft  and  delicate  as  she.  The 
picture  was  his  lone,  sweet  reminder  of  love  gone 
sour.  His  lustful  eyes  gazed  at  the  picture  with  a 
certain  type  of  perverted  innocence.  She  was  so 
fragile.  With  her  sparkling  green  eyes  and  silky 
brown  hair,  she  reminded  him  of  an  angel.  Laura 
made  him  better  than  he  actually  was. 

He  tucked  the  picture  safely  away  in  his 
drawer,  slid  his  wallet  in  his  pocket,  and  quietly 
snuck  out  the  window.  He  hated  having  to  sneak  out 
like  this.  He  wasn't  doing  anything  wrong,  just 
having  a  little  fun. 

A  light  rain  began  to  sprinkle  as  he  began  his 
journey  through  the  barren  streets  to  the  local  liquor 
store.  Today  he  had  fifteen  dollars,  just  enough  to 
indulge  himself  in  a  bottle  of  Jack  Daniels.  He  knew 
the  store  owner  well  -  last  night  he  had  helped  him 
stock  the  store  with  the  overnight  shipment.  It  was 
easy  work,  and  it  gave  him  some  extra  spending 
money. 

"Armstrong.  Shawn  Armstrong,"  was  the 
name  Christian's  I.D.  bore.  He  looked  very  similar  to 
the  tall,  bulky  twenty-two  year  old.  Shawn 
Armstrong  used  to  buy  Christian  beer  but  gave 
Christian  his  I.D.  when  he  moved  to  California. 

The  effects  of  the  marijuana  began  to  hit  him 
a  little  bit  harder.  Maybe  drowning  a  bottle  of 
whiskey  wasn't  such  a  good  idea  at  this  point.  He 
had  heard  how  some  college  kids  had  drunk 
themselves  to  death  that  way.  That  wouldn't  happen 
to  him  though.  He  was  infallible.  He  was  a  warrior. 
The  walk  to  the  store  seemed  to  take  forever.  The 
closer  he  got,  the  more  second  thoughts  he  started 
having.  This  was  his  last  fifteen  dollars,  and  he 
wouldn't  be  getting  paid  for  another  three  days. 
Since  he  dropped  out  of  high  school,  he  had  been 
working  fifty  hours  a  week  in  the  factory  behind  his 
house.  He  felt  like  he  was  working  for  nothing  when 
he  had  to  pay  the  five  hundred  dollar  mortgage 
every  month. 

He  liked  walking  in  the  rain.  There  was 
something  clean  and  natural  about  the  rain.  He 
loved  the  smell  of  Mother  Nature  cleaning  her  house, 
gently  washing  away  all  that  polluted  it.  Rain  was 
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one  of  the  few  things  that  did  not  depress  him.  He 
loved  the  sound  of  the  birds  chirping  and  the  soft 
pitter-patter  of  the  rain  touching  the  ground.  The 
little  birds  transformed  into  mighty  predators, 
skillfully  hunting  their  worms  in  the  wetness. 

Finally  Christian  had  reached  the  end  of  his 
peaceful  journey. 

"Hey,  Shawn,  how  are  you  tonight?"  the 
storekeeper  asked  as  Christian  approached  the 
counter  with  a  bottle  in  his  hand. 

"I  love  to  drink  in  the  rain,"  Christian  replied. 

'That  will  be  $13.65."  Christian  relinquished 
his  fifteen  dollars  in  exchange  for  the  whiskey. 

"Be  careful  in  the  rain!  Don't  get  struck  by 
lightning!"  the  storekeeper  shouted  as  Christian 
exited  the  store.  Outside,  the  rain  began  to  pick  up  as 
Christian  extended  his  journey  to  the  local  forest 
preserve.  This  leg  of  the  journey  went  much  quicker 
as  Christian  rushed  to  his  favorite  tree.  It  was  a  tall 
maple  tree  that  had  seen  many  drunk  teenagers.  The 
tree  stretched  higher  than  any  of  its  neighbors  in  the 
preserve. 

The  night  began  to  grow  colder  as  the  winds 
picked  up  and  the  rain  went  back  down  to  a  light 
drizzle.  'This  one's  for  you,  Laura,"  he  said  as  he 
raised  the  bottle  to  his  lips.  The  marijuana  had 
drowned  out  much  of  the  wicked  taste  as  he  had 
quickly  drunk  a  third  of  the  bottle. 

He  began  to  sweat,  and  his  hands  began  to 
shake.  He  had  drunk  it  too  fast.  One  more  shot  was 
all  he  thought  he  needed  to  make  him  feel  better.  He 
raised  the  bottle  to  his  lips  and  finished  the  whole 
thing.  Suddenly,  his  vision  had  gone  hazy.  He  knew 
something  had  gone  wrong.  The  world  had  become 
one  big  blur.  His  body  was  in  a  complete  state  of 
numbness.  He  could  no  longer  feel  the  difference 
between  his  lips  and  his  fingertips.  He  grabbed 
ahold  of  the  tree  and  forced  himself  to  stand. 

There  he  stood  -  the  mighty  warrior  who  had 
drunk  a  bottle  of  whiskey  in  less  than  five  minutes. 
He  was  not  one  of  those  college  kids.  He  could 
handle  anything. 

As  he  leaned  against  his  tree  in  the  rain,  he 
saw  his  reflection  in  a  puddle  beneath  him.  He 
began  to  have  violent  hallucinations.  He  saw  pictures 
of  his  father  come  to  life.  He  closed  his  eyes,  but  the 
horror  would  not  go  away.  The  only  thing  his  vision 
could  focus  on  was  his  father.  The  mental  terrorism 
intensified  with  scenes  of  the  drunken  savage  beating 
his  mother.  This  was  him.  He  began  to  see  himself  as 
he  collapsed  face-first  into  the  puddle.  The  abdominal 


pain  was  too  sharp  to  bear.  It  felt  like  someone  had 
shredded  the  inner  organs  of  his  mid-section.  He 
never  realized  how  painfully  complicated  simple 
pleasures  could  get. 

He  slowly  rolled  over  onto  his  back, 
grimacing  in  pain.  He  looked  up  at  the  sky  but 
refused  to  pray,  knowing  he  was  about  to  meet  the 
man  he  despised. 


Extroverts 

Alfyson  Newman 

I  like  what  is  real. 

I  like  words  because  they  are  real. 

You  can  paint  with  words, 

But  you  can't  paint  thoughts. 

I  don't  like  to  think. 

Actually,  it  is  not  that  I  don't  like  to  think; 

It  is  that  I  don't  want  to  think. 

I  envy  people  that  can  sit  by  themselves. 

They  seem  so  independent. 

It  makes  me  wonder  if  they  were  ever  a  fetus 

in  their  mother, 

Or  if  they  are  all  some  kind  of  test  tube 

emulates. 

Do  you  ever  purposely  not  leave  time 

for  thinking? 

Would  you  rather  think  or  not  think? 

I  would  rather  not. 

I  gave  too  much  away. 
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To  Live  in  Ecstatic  Nirvana 

Marianne  Nowak 

You  were  there  when  the  baby  died 
and  when  the  starving  child  cried. 
When  bullets  ripped  a  life  apart 
and  hatred  tore  us  all  apart. 

And  you  were  there  when  the  cities  burned 
while  governments  were  overturned 
and  while  car  bombs  terrorized  a  place 
with  fear  and  hatred  on  a  face. 

And  you  were  there  while  the  bullets  flew 
and  racial  hatred  really  grew 
and  brother  shot  his  fellowman 
because  he  walked  upon  the  land. 

And  you  were  there  by  the  homeless'  side 
in  a  cardboard  box  deprived  of  pride. 
And  as  they  took  a  daughter  for  a  ride 
and  hardened  her  heart  so  she  never  cried. 

And  you  were  there  while  politicians  lied 
and  took  bribes  without  breaking  stride. 
And  you  know  all  their  accomplishments 
and  our  distrust  of  governments. 

And  you  were  there  at  the  suicide 
and  you  saw  the  knife  that  pierced  the  side 
and  the  youth  that  stumbled  to  the  ground 
"so  cool"  now  to  be  taken  down. 

And  you  saw  the  pregnant  woman  groan 
as  a  powerful  drug  pursed  through  her  home 
and  you  saw  the  fetus  lying  there, 
how  could  we  think  that  you  don't  care? 

And  you  were  there  as  the  people  moaned 
and  you  saw  all  those  who  lost  their  homes 
and  you  were  there  when  the  wells  went  dry 
and  you  can  hear  the  people's  cry. 

And  you  were  there  as  the  fires  spread 
and  the  rivers  left  their  riverbed, 
the  earth  shook  on  the  Richter  scale 
and  viruses  left  many  dead. 


And  you  were  there  and  saw  the  despair 
of  war-torn  countries  everywhere 
and  I  have  no  doubt  that  you  do  care 
and  I  believe  that  you're  always  there. 

'Cause  you  were  there  while  the  mother  cried 
with  her  dead  Son  lying  at  her  side 
and  you  saw  her  sadness  and  felt  her  pain, 
and  an  angry  cycle  began  again. 

And  you  were  there  and  you  know  the  woes 
where  hatred  spreads  like  dominoes 
"The  Lord  is  patient,  the  Lord  is  kind" 
have  we  all  lost  our  human  mind? 

You  were  there  and  You  paid  the  cost 
for  all  our  sinful  souls  were  lost 
but  when  will  we  begin  to  see  - 
to  treat  our  brothers  like  company? 

You  have  left  us  a  lot  to  do 

and  some  of  us  must  start  anew 

to  take  responsibility  for  all  that  we  can  plainly  see 

brother  helping  brother  to  fight  to  be  free! 

Communications  have  made  great  strides 
we  can't  turn  our  backs  all  fluffed  with  pride! 
All  the  peoples  now  can  blush  with  shame 
if  we  forget  your  Holy  Name 

And  You  were  there,  and  You  made  the  plan 
and  the  Laws  of  Love  became  our  command 
Jesus,  in  Heaven,  now  lives  with  You  there 
and  it's  our  gift  to  show  we  care! 
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Ways 

Donita  N.  Carlquist 

The  way  your  father's  smile  appears  on  your  cherub  face 

You  and  he  can  create  a  magical  adventure  anyplace 

The  compulsion  of  me  I  see  in  you  trying  to  get  something 

just  right 

But  your  gut  disappears  around  strangers  never  letting  me 

leave  your  sight 

The  patience  of  my  mother  I  see  in  you  trying  repeatedly  to 

make  something  fit 

Just  like  she  tried  for  years  and  years  to  teach  herself  to  knit 

The  stubbornness  of  my  father  I  see  in  you  determined  to 

reach  the  cookie  jar 

I  swear  he  believes  you  are  responsible  for  placing  the 

moon  among  the  stars 

The  crestfallen  frustration  of  my  brother  I  see  in  you  when 

your  block  towers  collapse 

He  still  has  that  look  when  he  tries  to  refold  maps 

The  way  your  games  and  grins  can  make  any  mood  lighter 

The  sheer  delight  you  take  in  the  itsy-bitsy  spider 

The  way  you  sneak  a  peek  between  your  fingers  playing 

peekaboo 

The  enchanting  cloud  of  wonder  that  surrounds  you 

The  way  the  sparkle  in  your  eyes  brightens  my  heart 

The  crazy  curls  that  surround  your  face  with  a  crooked 

little  part 

The  smell  of  bananas  that  always  lingers  in  your  hair 

The  way  you  covet  hot  dogs  but  are  still  willing  to  share 

The  taste  of  animal  crackers  and  cheese  in  your  kiss 

The  way  I  know  that  if  I  blink,  you'll  do  something  I'll  miss 

The  way  a  new  tooth  bursts  into  your  smile 

The  way  you  help  me  clean  by  putting  your  toys  in  one 

monstrous  pile 

The  way  you  imitate  what  you  see  me  or  Daddy  doing 

The  way  you  play  at  petting  zoos,  quacking,  honking,  and 

mooing 

The  fearless  way  you  take  on  the  world  as  if  without  a  care 

The  way  you  kiss,  dance,  read  a  book,  brush  your  teeth, 

and  share. 


For  a  Fighter  -  For  David 

For  my  son 
David  Weese 

A  tear  of  frustration 

Falls  on  my  shoulder 
Your  day  -  soon  over 

The  sandman  beckons 

All  I  can  do  is  hold  you 

and  long  to  tell  you 
Of  your  miraculous  beginning 

Of  the  inferno  that  was  your  cradle 

On  a  stormy  spring  night 
You  came  to  us 
Three  months  early 
Barely  a  pound 

Your  odds  -  slim 

Yet  to  you 

odds  meant  nothing 
You  just  knew  to  fight 

And  win 

If  I  could  just  make  you  understand 
You  are  so  strong 

This  really  doesn't  matter 
You  are  so  strong 


Rivers... 

Dawn  Benoit 

Rivers  move  water 
Circulating  life  worldwide 
Arteries  for  earth 
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Rainbow  Valley 

Donita  Carlquist 


Chapter  1 
"He  that  never  leaves  his  own  country  is  full  of 
prejudices."  Carlo  Gordon 

The  Red  Pandas  made  their  home  to  the  west 
of  the  Great  River  in  huts.  All  of  the  huts  stood  in  a 
circle  facing  the  Great  Fire  where  everyone  did  their 
cooking,  and  all  the  bears  danced  to  the  gods  for  rain 
or  good  harvest.  At  the  head  of  the  circle  stood  the 
great  meeting  house.  It  was  at  least  twice  as  big  as 
any  other  hut  in  the  village.  The  children  went  to 
school  there  during  the  day.  In  the  evenings,  the 
elders  held  all  meetings  there.  Sacred  ceremonies 
took  place  in  the  dark  building  late  at  night.  When- 
ever anyone  got  into  trouble,  the  trial  was  held  in  the 
meeting  house. 

Life  was  pretty  good  for  the  Reds.  The  men 
caught  plenty  of  fish  in  the  streams  that  ran  off  the 
river  and  trapped  the  animals  that  came  there  to 
drink.  The  women  grew  gardens  of  beautiful  fruits 
and  vegetables  near  the  village  with  the  children. 
They  led  a  happy,  simple,  unchanging  life. 

Cassie  was  a  Red  panda  who  lived  with  her 
parents  in  the  Red  community.  Cassie  loved  to  go  by 
the  river  to  read.  She  had  her  own  special  place  in  a 
small  clearing  under  a  weeping  willow  tree  that  she 
called  her  secret  place.  She  knew  it  was  a  secret 
because  none  of  the  other  Reds  ever  come  near  the 
River,  not  even  the  Adventurers.  Cassie  had  to  find 
a  safe  place  to  read  because  her  father  gave  her 
scrolls  that  the  Red  Council  had  forbidden.  She 
didn't  know  where  her  father  found  these  wonder- 
ful stories  about  Other  Colors  and  Rainbow  Valley 
but  assumed  that  it  had  something  to  do  with  his 
time  in  jail. 

She  loved  to  sit  in  her  private  place  and  read 
about  great  adventures  and  journeys.  She  especially 
loved  to  read  the  old  fairy  tales  about  the  Rainbow 
Valley  and  the  Bears  of  Other  Colors.  No  one  was 
allowed  to  read  these  scrolls  because  no  one  was 
allowed  to  travel.  The  elders  had  decided  years  ago 
that  travel  was  unsafe  because  there  was  the  possi- 
bility of  running  into  a  bear  of  another  Color.  By  the 
time  Cassie  was  born,  nobody  believed  in  Rainbow 
Valley  or  the  existence  of  a  bear  of  another  Color 
anymore.  The  elders  made  sure  of  that. 

But  Cassie  believed.  She  didn't  have  many 


friends  in  the  Red  Village.  Everyone  considered  her 
to  be  a  dreamer  and  radical  just  like  her  father. 
Cassie  wanted  to  be  an  Adventurer,  and  everyone 
knew  that  a  girl  could  never  do  that.  Female  Reds 
were  housewives  and  gardeners,  but  never  Adven- 
turers. Only  male  descendants  of  the  Old  Ones 
could  do  that.  So  Cassie  sat  in  her  special  place  and 
dreamed  about  meeting  Other  Colors  and  becoming 
an  Adventurer. 

One  fall  morning,  Cassie  was  doing  just  that 
when  she  was  drawn  out  of  her  daydream  by  the 
sound  of  someone  crying.  Thinking  that  someone 
was  hurt,  she  started  to  follow  the  sound.  As  she 
walked  along  the  bank  of  the  river  towards  the 
waterfall,  she  listened  carefully.  When  she  got  there, 
the  sound  seemed  to  be  coming  from  behind  the 
water.  Cassie  knew  that  it  was  forbidden  to  cross  the 
ledge  behind  the  waterfall,  but  she  just  had  to  find 
out  who  was  crying.  Slowly  and  very  carefully,  she 
stepped  along  the  rocks  behind  the  white  foam 
following  the  cry. 

Suddenly  her  foot  slipped  and  the  ledge  she 
was  standing  on  crumbled  beneath  her.  Cassie  was 
trapped  between  the  cold  cliff  and  the  falling  water. 
She  began  to  scream  for  help,  but  no  one  from  her 
Village  would  ever  be  able  to  hear  her  over  the 
deafening  sound  of  the  crashing  fall  of  water.  No 
one  from  her  village  would  even  be  this  close  to  the 
water.  Cassie  started  to  tremble  and  cry.  She  was 
cold,  alone,  and  frightened.  Then  she  heard  a  strange 
voice. 

"Hang  on.  I'm  coming.  Don't  be  scared." 

It  was  the  voice  of  a  little  boy,  but  it  was  not 
the  voice  of  any  of  the  little  boys  from  her  school. 
Cassie  started  to  cry.  "Help  me!  I'm  trapped,  and  I'm 
scared!" 

"Don't  move,"  the  voice  said.  "The  ledge 
collapsed,  but  there's  another  way  down.  Just  stay 
very  still,  and  I  will  come  and  show  you." 

At  that  moment  Cassie  saw  something  blue 
on  the  ledge  that  looked  like  a  hand. 

"Stay  away  from  me,  Spirit!"  she  shouted.  "I 
am  a  Red,  daughter  of  Martin  Red.  If  you  hurt  me, 
my  people  will  hunt  you  and  kill  you,  wherever  you 
are." 

The  blue  hand  began  to  move  and  climb 
until  standing  on  the  ledge  right  next  to  her  was  a 
Blue  bear.  He  said,  "My  name  is  James  Blue.  I  am  not 
going  to  hurt  you.  If  you  want  to  get  out  of  here,  you 
better  follow  me." 

Cassie  was  very  scared.  She'd  always  be- 
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lieved  in  the  Blues  somewhere  in  the  back  of  her 
mind,  but  she'd  never  actually  seen  one.  The  older 
women  used  to  tell  scary  stories  about  the  Blues  that 
lived  across  the  river  when  they  thought  that  the 
elders  couldn't  hear  them.  Cassie's  Aunt  Sarah  had 
been  put  in  jail  for  talking  about  the  Blues.  All  Cassie 
remembered  about  them  was  that  they  were  like 
zombies  with  the  Devil's  shiny  tools  and  they  ate 
Reds'  hearts. 

However,  Cassie  was  more  scared  of  staying 
on  the  ledge  and  never  being  found,  so  she  followed 
the  Blue  down  a  path  she  hadn't  seen  before  and  into 
a  cave.  "Wow!"  she  thought.  "Now  I  guess  I  really 
am  an  Adventurer." 

She  looked  very  closely  at  James  Blue.  He 
looked  exactly  like  the  boys  in  her  class  except  his 
arms  and  legs  were  blue  instead  of  red.  "Are  you 
going  to  eat  my  heart?"  she  asked  him. 

He  started  to  giggle.  Then  he  started  to  laugh 
really  hard  until  he  was  rolling  on  the  ground  in 
hysterics.  "Eat  your  heart?"  he  said  between  bursts 
of  laughter.  "When  I  saw  that  you  were  a  Red,  I 
thought  you  were  a  murderer!" 

Then  Cassie  started  to  giggle,  too.  They  real- 
ized how  silly  the  old  superstitions  sounded  when 
spoken  aloud.  Soon  they  were  both  laughing  so  hard 
that  they  had  tears  in  their  eyes.  She  asked  him,  "Are 
you  really  a  Blue?" 

"Of  course,"  he  replied  rather  matter-of- 
factly.  "What  are  you  doing  here?  Reds  are  afraid  of 
the  water." 

"I  came  here  because  I  heard  you  crying  and 
thought  somebody  was  hurt.  Anyway,  Reds  aren't 
afraid  of  water  -  we  aren't  afraid  of  anything.  We  just 
don't  come  near  the  water  because  we  never  leave 
the  village." 

"Then  why  were  you  near  the  water?" 

Cassie  didn't  want  to  tell  anyone  about  her 
special  place,  so  she  diverted  his  attention  by  asking, 
"Why  were  you  crying?" 

"I  wasn't  crying,"  he  replied  indignantly. 

"Yes,  you  were.  I  heard  you." 

"I'll  make  you  a  deal.  I'll  tell  you  why  I  was 
crying  if  you'll  tell  me  what  you  were  doing  by  the 
river." 

"Okay,  you  go  first." 

James  said,  "I  was  crying  because  I  got  pun- 
ished for  misusing  my  ball." 

Cassie  started  to  laugh  but  stopped  when 
she  saw  that  he  was  serious.  "How  do  you  misuse  a 
ball?"  she  asked. 


"I  threw  it  up  during  the  bouncing  hour." 

"The  what?" 

"The  bouncing  hour.  Every  other  day  we 
have  bouncing  hour  when  all  the  boys  go  in  front  of 
their  houses  and  bounce  their  balls  for  exercise.  I 
threw  mine  in  the  air  instead  and  got  caught." 

"That's  the  silliest  thing  I've  ever  heard!" 
Cassie  told  him.  "Are  your  people  really  that  strict?" 

James  looked  awestruck.  "You  mean  you 
don't  have  a  bouncing  hour  in  the  Red  village?" 

"No." 

"How  do  the  boys  get  their  exercise?" 

"They  go  trapping  and  fishing  with  the  men." 

Now  James  looked  confused.  "Reds  go  trap- 
ping?" 

"How  else  would  we  eat?"  Cassie  asked.  She 
was  beginning  to  think  that  James  was  not  only 
strange  but  also  pretty  dumb. 

"Do  you  mean  that  you  actually  go  into  the 
woods,  kill  something,  and  eat  it?" 

"Of  course!" 

"I've  only  heard  of  that  in  ghost  stories." 

"How  do  Blues  get  their  food?" 

"You  tell  the  f ooderator  what  you  want,  and 
it  makes  it  for  you." 

Cassie  didn't  know  what  a  "fooderator"  was. 
James  explained  that  it  was  a  machine  that  made 
food  out  of  nothing.  Cassie  didn't  know  whether  or 
not  to  believe  him. 

They  talked  all  day  in  the  cave  about  their 
dif  ferent  villages  and  the  way  they  lived.  James  told 
her  that  the  Blues  lived  in  something  called  "build- 
ings" and  had  a  strange  magic  called  "electricity" 
which  made  things  like  the  fooderator  work.  Every 
Blue  had  a  job  given  to  them  at  birth  and  spent  their 
school  days  learning  to  do  that  job.  They  had  specific 
times  and  rules  for  everything. 

James  thought  Cassie's  world  was  too  un- 
civilized, and  Cassie  thought  the  Blues  were  too 
strict.  She  finally  trusted  James  enough  to  tell  him 
about  her  dream  of  becoming  an  adventurer.  James 
told  her  about  the  rules  the  Blues  had  and  the 
wonderful  machines  that  did  magical  things  so  that 
the  bears  didn't  have  to  do  anything.  By  the  time 
Cassie  went  home,  they  were  good  friends  and 
agreed  to  meet  in  the  cave  under  the  waterfall  every- 
day to  talk  and  play  explorer  on  the  rocks. 

That  night  in  her  family's  hut  as  her  father 
was  tucking  her  into  her  furs  for  the  night,  Cassie 
told  him  about  James  and  the  Blues. 

"Cassie,"  he  told  her,  "you  must  never  tell 
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stories  about  the  Blues.  You  know  it  is  against  the 
laws." 

"But  Daddy,  it's  true.  They  aren't  savages  at 
all.  James  is  very  nice.  I  think  he  is  going  to  be  my 
best  friend." 

"Lie  down,  Cassie.  I'm  going  to  tell  you  a 
story  that  few  people  know.  It  is  a  secret,  and  you 
must  never  tell  anyone  that  you  know.  Can  you  keep 
a  secret?" 

"Okay,  Daddy." 

"Once  upon  a  time,  all  the  Colors  lived  to- 
gether in  Rainbow  Valley.  Every  Color  elected  a 
leader,  and  all  the  leaders  were  on  a  Color  Council 
and  made  the  laws  together  for  all  the  pandas.  This 
worked  well,  and  the  bears  were  all  happy  for  many 
generations. 

Then  came  the  great  battle  when  the  Yellow 
bears  wanted  to  rule  the  world  and  went  to  war  with 
the  Brown  bears.  Each  Color  in  turn  joined  the  battle 
for  supremacy  until  all  Colors  considered  them- 
selves superior.  After  much  bloodshed,  the  leaders 
for  the  individual  Colors  had  a  summit  in  the  old 
stone  fortress  of  Rainbow  Valley.  They  decided  that 
rather  than  battle  each  other  forever,  each  Color 
would  take  their  bears  and  go  in  a  separate  direction 
to  begin  a  community  of  their  own. 

Now  only  the  oldest  elders  remember  the 
stories  of  Rainbow  Valley,  and  none  are  allowed  to 
talk  about  it.  Each  Color  took  all  of  the  records  they 
had  of  living  together  and  locked  them  in  a  vault. 
Rainbow  Valley  is  believed  to  be  a  myth,  as  make- 
believe  as  the  folklore  about  giants  and  humans." 

"Why  did  they  lock  up  all  the  records, 
Daddy?" 

"Because  they  were  afraid  that  one  day  some- 
one would  try  to  find  the  Other  Colors  and  there 
would  be  another  great  battle." 

"Where  is  Rainbow  Valley?" 

"Cassie,  do  you  know  why  I  am  considered 
a  radical,  and  why  I  spent  so  much  time  in  jail  before 
I  met  your  mother?" 

"No." 

"When  I  was  a  young  panda,  some  friends  of 
mine  got  together  and  broke  into  the  vault.  We 
found  the  records.  We  also  found  a  map  to  Rainbow 
Valley.  Then  we  got  scared  and  hid  them  behind  the 
waterfall  hoping  that  nobody  would  find  them  and 
know  that  we'd  broken  the  law." 

"Did  anyone  find  them?" 

"No,  honey.  As  far  as  I  know,  they  are  still 
hidden  in  the  rocks." 


"Then  why  did  you  go  to  jail?" 

"I  went  to  the  elders  and  told  them  that  I 
thought  we  should  try  to  make  friends  with  the 
Blues  and  any  of  the  Other  Colors  we  could  find  for 
trading  purposes.  I  was  found  guilty  of  treason." 

"Daddy,  do  you  still  know  where  the  map 
is?" 

"Go  to  sleep  now,  Cassie.  Remember  your 
promise.  You  must  never  tell  anyone  about  James  or 
what  I've  told  you.  If  anyone  found  out  you  are  in 
contact  with  a  Blue,  our  whole  family  could  be  sent 
away  forever." 

Cassie  tried  to  sleep,  but  she  kept  thinking 
about  how  silly  it  was  to  live  so  close  to  the  Blues  and 
not  be  able  to  play  with  them.  When  she  did  fall 
asleep,  she  dreamt  about  Rainbow  Valley. 

Every  day  Cassie  and  James  met  under  the 
waterfall  after  school  and  talked  about  Rainbow 
Valley.  Soon  they  really  were  best  friends.  Cassie 
kept  her  promise  to  her  father  and  never  told  anyone 
what  she  knew,  but  soon  the  other  kids  in  her  class 
were  curious  about  where  she  ran  off  to  every  day 
after  school.  They  didn't  understand  why  she  had 
stopped  wanting  to  play  with  them  and  tell  stories 
about  the  Other  Colors.  One  day  they  decided  to 
follow  her. 

Cassie  and  James  were  playing  rock  climber 
when  they  heard  the  screams.  The  other  girls  in 
Cassie's  class  started  screaming  "Monster!"  and 
"Phantom!"  when  they  saw  James.  The  boys  from 
her  class  started  throwing  rocks  at  him.  When  James 
turned  around,  they  all  ran  back  to  the  village.  James 
ran  back  into  the  cave  to  hide. 

Cassie  ran  behind  the  other  Red  children 
screaming.  "Stop!  I  an  explain!  It's  a  secret!"  But 
nobody  stopped.  They  ran  straight  into  the  center  of 
town  screaming,  "It's  a  Blue!  It's  a  Blue!" 

The  Red  elders  came  out  of  the  meeting 
house  to  see  what  all  the  commotion  was  about. 
When  the  kids  told  them,  Martin  was  immediately 
called  to  the  council  to  stand  trial  with  his  daughter 
for  the  unspeakable  sin. 

In  a  remarkably  short  trial,  the  elders  found 
Cassie  and  her  parents  guilty  of  breaking  the  ulti- 
mate law,  going  against  the  ways  of  the  community, 
spreading  false  rumors  about  the  enemy,  putting 
the  village  in  danger  of  attack,  and  associating  with 
a  Blue.  They  were  banished  from  the  Red  commu- 
nity. 

Cassie  knew  her  mother  was  very  worried 
about  where  they  would  live,  but  Cassie  took  them 
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straight  to  the  cave,  and  they  decided  to  stay  there 
until  they  came  up  with  a  plan. 

While  they  stayed  in  the  cave,  her  parents 
met  James  who  still  came  to  play  with  Cassie  every 
day.  Cassie  was  not  lonely  with  her  friend  around. 
Everything  went  wonderfully  until  one  day  they 
were  wrestling  and  James  got  some  red  fur  on  his 
face.  He  didn't  notice  when  he  went  home  until  his 
father  saw  it.  A  doctor  was  called  in  who  called  in  an 
elder.  The  elder  brought  James  before  the  great 
council.  It  was  a  great  uproar.  No  one  had  ever 
broken  a  law  before  on  town  record. 

"How  did  you  come  to  have  red  fur  on  your 
face?"  they  asked  him. 

James  was  taught  never  to  lie.  Blues  had 
never  lied  and  didn't  know  how,  so  he  told  them 
about  the  cave  and  Cassie.  The  council  gasped  in 
horror.  They  exiled  James  forever.  He  would  never 
again  be  allowed  to  enter  into  the  Blue  village,  even 
to  see  his  mother  and  father.  James  cried  all  the  way 
to  the  cave  where  he  told  Cassie  and  her  parents 
what  had  happened. 

"James,  you  will  stay  here  with  us,"  Martin 
stated.  And  so  it  came  to  be  that  a  family  of  Reds 
lived  under  a  waterfall  with  an  adopted  Blue.  Al- 
though anyone  else  would  have  fainted  at  the  sight, 
it  seemed  very  natural  to  the  newly  extended  family. 
They  lived  there  together  all  through  the  winter. 
James  taught  them  new  and  more  advanced  ways  of 
doing  things,  and  the  Red  family  taught  him  how  to 
do  without  machines  and  gadgets.  They  were  happy 
there,  but  Cassie's  father  knew  they  couldn't  stay 
there  alone  forever.  If  they  were  found  all  living 
together,  they  would  be  killed.  Living  alone,  they 
had  no  doctor  or  school  for  the  children. 

One  spring  morning  after  the  great  thaw, 
Cassie's  father  called  the  family  together  for  lunch 
and  brought  out  a  scroll.  "This  is  the  map  to  Rain- 
bow Valley,"  he  told  them.  "It  was  still  where  my 
friends  and  I  hid  it  years  ago.  I  think  we  should  try 
to  follow  the  map  to  the  Rainbow  Valley.  We  can't 
hide  here  alone  forever,  we  have  no  school  for 
learning.  We  have  no  doctor  if  we  get  sick.  We  have 
no  friends  to  talk  to  or  neighbors  to  play  with.  We 
need  to  be  around  other  bears." 

"Are  there  other  bears  at  the  Rainbow  Val- 
ley, Daddy?" 

"I  don't  know  for  sure,  honey.  All  I  know  are 
the  legends.  According  to  the  ancient  scrolls,  some 
pandas  of  each  Color  decided  to  stay  in  the  Rainbow 
Valley  together  with  the  wise  leader  of  the  Black 


pandas  as  their  ruler.  I  once  heard  that  exiles  often 
went  there  for  sanctuary.  It  is  supposed  to  be  a 
beautiful  place  where  it  is  springtime  all  year  round 
and  there  are  no  laws  other  than *  Love  thy  neighbor7 
and  xDo  unto  others  as  you  would  have  done  unto 
you.'  When  your  great-grandfather  was  exiled  for 
trying  to  cross  the  River,  that  is  where  he  told  me  he 
was  going  -  to  meet  with  all  the  bears  of  all  the  Colors 
who  had  open  minds  and  kind  hearts  and  live 
together  in  harmony." 

"Do  you  mean  that  there  may  be  other  Blues 
there?"  James  asked  excitedly. 

"From  what  I  understand,  there  are  not  only 
reds  and  Blues  but  Yellows,  Greens,  Purples,  Or- 
anges, and  Browns  as  well.  There  may  even  still  be 
a  few  descendants  of  the  Great  Black  pandas  living 
in  the  Rainbow  valley." 

"Daddy,  I'm  scared.  Yellows  are  stuck  up 
with  their  own  language,  and  Browns  are  thieves. 
Greens  don't  even  know  how  to  farm  or  build  a 
house,"  Cassie  cried. 

"I'm  not  scared,"  James  aid  defiantly.  "You 
heard  that  Blues  were  zombies  that  ate  Reds'  hearts, 
and  I  thought  that  Reds  were  murderers.  I  think 
everything  we  hear  about  the  other  colors  is  just 
stories  to  make  us  scared  so  we  won't  try  to  find 
them.  I  think  going  in  search  of  the  Rainbow  Valley 
would  be  a  great  adventure." 

Cassie  heard  the  cue  "adventure"  and  lis- 
tened to  what  James  said.  That  night  in  her  furs  she 
thought  about  her  fears  and  how  silly  she  felt  when 
she  met  James  and  thought  he  was  going  to  eat  her 
heart.  The  next  morning  she  told  her  father  that  she 
wanted  to  go  to  the  Rainbow  Valley. 

And  so  the  family  of  three  Reds  and  one  Blue 
packed  their  hides  and  furs  and  set  off  for  adventure 
on  their  way  to  find  the  Rainbow  Valley  and  the 
Other  Colors. 


Deep,  endless  ocean 

Angela  Brooke 

Deep,  endless  ocean.  Drowning  I  want  to  be, 
forever  swirling  in  blackness  - 
reaching  the  depths  in  confusion, 
only  to  settle  like  sand  beneath  the  sea. 
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A  Change  of  Home 

Terry  Nolan 

My  son 

Has  gone  home... 
To  his, 
Not  mine. 

He  told  me  many  times 
But  I  did  not  hear 
Initially 

The  significance  of 
"When  I  get  home..." 
He'd  say- 
Not  meaning  here, 
But  someplace 
Foreign  to  me, 
More  familiar, 
Obviously, 
To  him. 

He's  twenty-two. 
If  s  time, 
Inevitable, 
Healthy, 
To  be  expected. 
Yet  I  greet  the 
Realization  first 
With  surprise- 
Slow  sadness. 

Some  would  say 

I  haven't  lost  a  son 

But  gained  a 

TV  room. 

I'd  take  the  son, 

But  I  won't  tell  him. 

Soon, 

Twenty  years  or  so, 

With  a  son  or  daughter, 

He'll  hear 

And  know  what's 

In  my  heart. 


Be  Happy 

Dawn  Benoit 

Unfulfilled  happiness 

Shattered  dreams 

High  expectations 

Very  low  means 

Internal  bliss  is  a  frame  of  mind 

Thank  God  for  his  blessings 

Be  true  to  mankind 


Enraptured 

John  M.  Bloome 

Magnifying  blue  waters 
surround  our  bodies 
keeping  us  warm 
I  watch  the  steam  rise 
into  the  starless  darkness 
I  see  the  moon  in  her  eyes 
(lighting  up  my  night) 


Without  You 

Jennifer  A.  Warner 

Time  has  passed  and  things  have  changed, 
but  my  love  for  you  remains  the  same  now  that 
you're  gone  I  can  only  want  you  more  wondering  if 
you're  thinking  about  being  without  me 

My  dreams  are  filled  with  thoughts  of  you  I 
can  feel  you  near,  then  I  wake  up  reaching  for  cold 
air  memories  are  supposed  to  be  fond,  but  they're 
just  reminders  that  I'm  without  you  looking  back 

Last  night  I  wept  and  felt  your  arms  reaching 
out  to  comfort  me  in  that  comfort  I  found  what  I 
was  looking  for  now  I'm  confused  are  you  really 
holding  me,  or  are  you  just  holding  on  I'm  shaking 
inside  and  real  upset  I've  only  made  a  mess  there's 
no  one  here  to  talk  to,  and  all  I  think  about  is 
without  you 
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Tears  of  Strawn 

Erica  Veguilla 

With  snowflakes  shooting 

Between  my  darkened  eyes, 

I  gaze  out 

And  study  the  black  mare, 

Who  dances  in  frigid  breezes. 

A  red  barn  contrasts 

With  the  blackened  trees, 

And  so  is  the  decayed  log 

That  cradles  a  bird's  nest. 

The  too-bumpy  road  meets 

With  the  rusty  old  railroad, 

And  the  wire  fences  are  weak 

Where  the  fallow  land  occurs. 

Huge  farms  are  just  prelude 

To  the  antique  shops, 

In  between  once-white  houses. 

The  Old  Indian  Trail  ends  with  Ed's  Soil  Service, 

But  its  owner  has  closed  shop 

To  stumble  to  his  bar. 

Ed  drinks  with  the  plastic  people 

As  he  stares  at  the  church  next  door, 

For  they're  very  similar, 

They  both  attract  lost  souls. 

In  his  cancer-ridden  mouth 

He  still  loves  that  nicotine  taste, 

To  calm  his  bitter  nerves 

'Cause  his  wife  left  him. 

But  the  cemetery  is  near 

Here  Edward's  foul  mouth  will  close, 

Before  he  takes  that  final  swig 

Of  gin  from  a  faded  liquor  store. 

And  the  bell  won't  ring 

From  the  limestone  church, 

Cold  with  ice  on  its  windows 

From  the  stale  souls  of  Strawn. 


Waking 

Dojna  Corzine 

Ticking  like  some  twilight's  cricket,  the  clock  on 
my  desk  threatens  me  with  the  coming  cannon  shot  of  a 
winter  morning.  The  sun  will  rise  unseen  behind  the 
suffocating  dark  gray  draperies  of  snow  clouds  while  my 
window,  oblivious  to  the  day,  continues  to  shovel  icy  air 
onto  the  tangle  of  bedclothes  and  my  almost-still-dreaming 
body.  My  eyes  brave  the  frozen  air,  hoping  to  discover 
another  hour  of  thinking  sunshine  on  the  clock's  face.  The 
banshee  wail  of  alarm  cracks  my  vague  conciousness 
wide  open  upon  quiet  rage  as  i  sit  up  and  test  the  linoleum 
tiles  with  reluctant  feet. 


High  Above  the  World 

Scott  Azman 

Moon  in  the  sky.  Too  cloudy  to  see  it.  Is 
it  the  sky  that  is  clouded  or  my  mind?  I  ponder 
many  things  as  I  sit  atop  the  chimney  of  my 
house.  What  have  I  become?  A  cynic?  A  poet?  A 
dreamer.  I  can  no  longer  distinguish  a  certain 
reality.  She  is  my  only  reality.  I  can  reach  out  for 
her,  only  to  be  pushed  away.  I  can  never  get 
close  enough  to  realize  that  I  mean  nothing  to 
her.  She  doesn't  need  me.  I'm  a  disposable  part 
of  her  life.  I  could  jump  now  and  never  have  to 
face  that  fact.  What  holds  me  back?  I  surrender 
to  gravity  and  let  myself  go.  Why  haven't  I 
fallen?  I'm  still  being  held  back.  By  what?  Not 
"what,"  but  "who?"  I  turn  to  face  her... the  love 
I'll  never  have.  I  know  not  her  name.  I  see  not 
her  face.  I  hear  not  her  voice.  I  know  it's  her, 
though.  She  begins  to  cry.  Her  tears  fall  to  the 
ground  as  slowly  as  snowflakes  in  December. 
She  is  the  only  one  who  has  ever  loved  me.  She 
is  the  only  one  who  ever  will  love  me.  Who  is 
she?  I'll  never  know. 
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Interview  with  Heather  M.  Little 

Lynn  A  Gricus 

"What  motivated  me?"  She  paused 
thoughtfully  and  said,  "I  guess  when  I  was  quite 
young,  all  I  wanted  to  do  was  read.  Books  were  my 
real  companions.  And  then  when  I  was  about  five  or 
six,  I  won  a  writing  competition,  enabling  me  to  get 
away  from  the  government-run  school  in  which  my 
mother  had  enrolled  me  and  into  a  *  regular7  school." 
So  said  Heather  Stern  Little,  writer/matchmaker/ 
lawyer/teacher. 

Born  an  illegitimate  child  in  Aberdeen 
Scotland,  she  and  her  mother  lived  in  real  poverty 
the  first  few  years  of  Heather's  life.  Believing  she 
could  earn  a  better  living  in  England,  they  traveled 
there  when  Heather  was  quite  young.  In  reality, 
England  did  not  provide  much  more  for  them  than 
they  had  left  behind. 

But  Heather  is  a  totally  goal-oriented  person 
and  probably  was  so  even  as  a  child.  "I  used  to  read 
the  Latin  and  the  French  in  theback  of  the  dictionary," 
she  said,  "trying  to  make  some  sense  out  of  the 
meanings  of  words."  Finishing  her  schooling  in 
Scotland  with  a  degree  in  education  and  after  a 
year's  study  in  France,  Heather  married  an  American. 
His  work  took  them  to  Taiwan.  "I  picked  up  the 
language  very  quickly,"  she  remembers,  "and  taught 
Taiwanese  to  some  of  the  English  children  whose 
parents  were  stationed  there."  She  laughs,  "and 
then  I  turned  it  around  and  taught  English  to  students 
from  Taiwan  at  Truman  College  when  I  returned  to 
the  States." 

When  her  marriage  broke  up,  she  decided  to 
study  law.  After  working  days  and  going  to  law 
school  evenings,  she  passed  the  Illinois  Bar  and 
practiced  family  law  at  a  small  firm  in  Chicago. 
While  still  in  law  school,  she  won  a  national  award 
for  a  Law  Review  article  on  surrogate  parenting. 

But  her  experiences  in  the  Orient  soon  gave 
birth  to  an  idea  for  a  business  venture  of  her  own. 
She  set  up  "Personal  Profiles,  Inc.,"  a  matchmaking 
enterprise  based  on  the  Oriental  ideas  of  pairing 
people  on  the  basis  of  what  they  had  in  common. 
"One  thing  I  learned,"  she  said,  "is  that  opposites 
don't  really  attract  -  or  at  least,  not  for  very  long. 
People  have  to  have  similar  goals,  similar 
philosophies  to  form  long  lasting  relationships." 

She  wrote  and  published  a  quarterly 
newsletter  for  her  clients  who  were  limited  to 
professional  and  creative  singles.  It  was  expensive 


to  be  a  client  of  Personal  Profiles,  but  her  success  rate 
was  phenomenal.  Soon  established  as  a  relationship 
expert,  she  began  writing  articles  for  magazines 
such  as  The  Complete  Woman,  Solutions  Quarterly, 
and  newspapers  such  as  Chicago  Tribune,  USA 
Today,  and  a  regular  column  for  the  River  North 
News.  She  was  the  subject  of  a  Time  magazine  story 
a  few  years  back,  has  been  mentioned  a  time  or  two 
in  Kup's  column,  and  was  featured  in  an  article  in 
the  Law  Bulletin. 

"At  first,  all  of  my  writing  efforts  were  geared 
toward  relationships.  But  gradually,  as  more  exiting 
things  came  into  my  life  -  like  my  three  adopted 
children  - 1  started  to  write  about  a  wide  range  of 
other  topics."  She  currently  has  a  byline  in  the 
Women's  Section  of  the  Sunday  Chicago  Tribune. 
Most  of  these  articles  are  profiles  of  women  who  are 
on  thecutting  edge  of  life.  Her  editor  is  now  assigning 
topics  that  are  not  only  timely  but  put  to  use  her  legal 
background. 

What  a  lady,  what  a  talent. 


Hope 

Erica  Veguilla 

Let  me  find  the  correct  path 
Where  the  grass  does  grow  greener 
And  the  sky  does  seem  bluer 
Where  life  is  a  bowl  of  cherries. 
Let  me  stumble  upon  it 
Where  I  can  dance  in  the  rain 
And  feel  cool,  crystal  drops 
That  won't  make  me  cold  or  sick. 
Let  me  choose  a  direct  route 
Where  I  look  beautiful  always 
While  the  sun  shines  upon  my  cheek 
And  my  soul  is  full  of  pizzazz. 
Let  me  follow  the  road 
Where  my  goals  are  clearer 
And  I  can  breathe  easy 
The  clean  air  of  dried  lilacs. 
Let  me  fall  into  a  place 
Where  I  can  finally  sleep 
And  have  wonderful  dreams 
Dreams  that  are  fulfilled. 
Let  me  make  the  right  choice 
The  kind  that  spices  up  life 
Where  forever  friendships  blossom 
And  one's  heart  can  feel  love. 
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No  More  Crying 

Alfyson  Newman 

I  cry  with  tears  of  a  broken  heart, 
A  heart  in  many  pieces. 
I  cry  in  fear  of  being  alone, 
Of  never  feeling  a  feeling. 

I  cry  to  let  people  know 

My  pain,  my  sorrow,  and  my  anger. 

I  cry  in  deep  despair, 

In  the  morning  and  throughout  the  evening. 

I  cry  for  I  have  lost  a  friend, 
A  friend  of  sweet  ambition. 
I  cry  for  the  dead  that  live, 
A  person  of  great  meaning. 

To  this  special  person, 

Now  you  know  that  I  am  dying. 

I  love  you  dearly  but  only  cry  one  tear, 

For  I  miss  you  but  I  am  tired  of  crying. 


Love  Me 

Robb  Barrett 

love  me 

in  all  my  splendor  and  glory 

in  my  times  of  need  and  times  of  having 

love  me 

to  the  point  of  where  you  need  me 

trust  me 

don't  be  afraid 

I'm  here 

and  I'm  not  leaving 

love  me 

the  way  a  bee  loves  a  flower 

because  she  needs  it  to  survive 

the  way  I  love  you 

love  me 

I  have  no  splendor  or  glory 

you  are  what  I  need  and  what  I  have 

I  place  my  trust  in  you 

don't  abuse  it 

just  love  me 


Flower 

Chris  Savini 

My  poor  flower 

picked  too  soon, 

withering  in  the  corner, 

every  moment  a  little  darker 

yet  still  delicate  in  the  green 

from  the  lava  lamp, 

still  beautiful  in  the  violet 

light  of  dusk, 

lying  still  as  death, 

compliant,  bleeding, 

filled  with  seed, 

nothing  more  than  a  sex  organ 

a  receptacle  for  my  urges . 


Intensity 

Angela  Brooks 

kissed  in  velvet  branding 

burning  twisted  lips 

and  a  sigh. 

Darkness 

pallid  shadows  dying  to  illuminate  us 

the  world  has  stopped  but  we're  still 

happening. 

ethereal  sublimity 

and  a  sigh. 
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Waterfalls 

Erin  McCauley 
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Untitled 

Jessica  Bieger 

Today  is  the  greatest 

I'm  not  sure  why 

I  seem  so  happy 

I  want  to  cry 


Out  of  the  Question 

Dojna  Corzine 

staring  up  at  the  broom  and  the  clouds 

spinning  like  he  said  to  spin  like  you  say 

jump  and  i  still  do 

i  almost  stayed  the  ground  that  day, 

crying  backwards  for  lost  control, 

hitting  myself  'cause  it's  hard  to  have 

you  hate  me,  hard  to  have  to  save  me. 

your  dragonfly  wings  keep  me  holed  in  my  head. 

i  saw  this  before  in  an  uncolored  dream; 

i  saw  this  before  and  i  still  have  to  scream. 

she  didn't  walk  out  of  the  drama  you  staged; 

she  stayed  in  the  spotlight 

to  hammer  your  memory  back  into  shape 

from  the  buzz  of  the  bees  that  you  charmed  into  being. 

i'm  seeing  your  shadow,  i'm  snowing  your  dreaming. 

glow  with  the  fire  that's  grown  in  my  skin, 

i'm  searching  the  paint  for  a  place  to  begin 


Attitude 

Latoya  Graham 

Do  I  intimidate  you? 

Is  it  what  I'm  wearing? 

I  know  I'm  beautiful 

My  curves  are  natural, 

nothing  is  sucked  out  or  put  in 

My  lips  are  full,  my  hair  is  coarse 

You  put  your  nose  up  when  you  see  me, 

but  one  eye  studies  my  moves 

I'm  beautiful  without  tans,  face-lifts,  breast  jobs, 

and  enlarged  lips 

Who  are  you  trying  to  look  like? 

Not  me  I'm  beneath  you 

Don't  try  to  be  like  me,  just  watch 
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Disfigurement  of  the  Broken  Heart 

Scott  Azman 

I  await  my  executioner  with  the  patience 
of  any  man  sentenced  to  death.  Mycrime... 
emotion.  Emotion  is  outlawed  in  my  world. 
Falling  in  love  was  the  mistake  I  could  never 
make  right.  No  matter  how  hard  I  tried,  I  was 
always  crucified  for  my  actions.  The  hooded 
figure  in  black  draws  near.  I  close  my  eyes  and 
begin  to  pray.  I'm  not  a  holy  man,  but  for  some 
reason  it  seems  right.  The  ax  falls,  and  I  find 
myself  alive.  I  reach  out  to  touch  my  face  only  to 
realize  that  my  hands  are  missing.  They've  taken 
my  hands.  It  all  becomes  clear  to  me  now.  I  am 
not  sentenced  to  death  but  rather  disfigurement. 
I  must  now  live  with  the  pain  of  knowing  that  I 
will  never  touch  her.  To  my  surprise,  the  ax  is 
raised  again.  Maybe  they'll  put  me  out  of  my 
misery.  No  such  luck.  I  open  my  eyes  to  find  my 
legs  missing.  My  dream  of  taking  long  walks 
with  her  while  holding  her  hand  has  been 
shattered.  No  pity  is  shown  as  the  ax  rises  and 
falls  a  third  and  final  time.  This  time  they  took 
my  eyes.  So  here  I  lie.  No  legs  to  walk  with,  no 
hands  to  touch  with,  and  no  eyes  to  behold  her 
beauty  with.  We  live  in  a  very  superficial  world. 
Looks  mean  everything.  No  one  can  stand  to 
look  at  me.  Will  I  ever  feel  love  again?  I  sit  alone 
and  dream.  My  still-seeing  eyes  look  up  at  the 
twisted,  warped,  and  disfigured  image  of  myself 
from  the  ground,  and  they  begin  to  cry.  I  hear 
them  cry.  If  s  all  I  know.  Death  would' ve  been 
much  easier.  Has  anyone  ever  died  from  a  broken 
heart? 


Genesis 

Erin  McCauley 


Love, 

the  emotion 

from  the  beginning 

maybe 


Red 

Timothy  M.  Guest 

Red!  Red!  Rocket  steed 
shimmers  at  night  so  brilliantly 
A  glance  of  light  from  moonlit  still 
cuts  through  the  dark  -  a  moving  thrill 
Silent  Running,  yet  roaring  on- 
Pounding  ground  with  nary  a  sound 
of  thumps,  but  rather  routes. 
Glare  appear  before  me! 
A  finished  glaze  of  chrome  - 
A  flash  of  light,  a  glimmer,  and  gone... 
My  Rocket  through  the  nighttime, 
Silent  Running  on... 


Entombed 

Tony  Loveland 

Entombed  in  darkness 

Sorrow  brings  silent  tears 

Entombed  forever 

Sentenced  a  hundred  years 

Have  no  future 

Shall  never  be  set  free 

Lost  all  contact 

Trapped  for  eternity 

Now  there's  nothing 

Mortal  life  is  fading  fast 

Witness  visions 

All  the  loved  ones  from  my  past 

All  forgotten 

Lost  memories  in  my  brain 

Filled  with  madness 

I'm  quickly  going  insane 

Unleash  my  chains 

Adrenaline  starts  to  flow 

Set  me  free 

Release  my  tortured  soul 

Savage  vengeance 

Elder  ones  hold  the  key 

Judge  and  Jury 

Burn  souls  or  set  them  free 


lasts  till  the  end. 
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Malcolm's  'forever' 

Joseph  Chellino 

When  the  blackness  again  faded,  he  rolled 
over  onto  the  side  which  was  less  bruised.  A  slight 
chill  in  the  air  made  him  wish  he'd  reconsidered 
pitching  his  bedding  to  the  floor,  now  out  of  reach, 
some  time  ago.  But  what  was  perspiration  then 
was  now  replaced  with  an  uncontrollable  but  soft 
trembling.  The  only  warmth  was  due  to  the 
moisture  he  [produced,  much  too  weak  and  lazy  to 
be  bothered  with  the  ever-distant  trek  to  the 
bathroom  across  the  hallway. 

Like  countless  times  before,  he  reached  to 
the  night  stand  and  groped  for  the  letter.  He  wanted 
to  read  it  (again)  before  the  blackness  again  took 
him  under.  This  time  he  was  lucky  -  last  time  he 
hadn't  the  stamina  to  open  his  eye  let  alone  move 
himself  enough  to  reach  the  note.  By  now  the  sheet 
of  yellow  paper  was  very  worn;  thusly,  he  used 
even  more  than  his  usual  amount  of  caution  in 
bringing  it  within  sight's  reach. 

He  began  reading  but  only  the  last  portion 
of  it  which  read,  "...please  Malcolm,  we  need  to 
discuss  this.  I  think  you've  taken  it  all  wrong,  and 
'betrayal'  is  such  and  ugly  and  unnecessary  word. 
It's  all  a  matter  of  moving  on,  Malcolm.  I'm  sorry, 
I  guess  it  never  occurred  to  me  just  how  much 
you...well...you  know.  This  isn't  an  excuse,  dear, 
it's  an  explanation.  At  least  now  you  aren't  in  the 
dark  about  it  now...." 

"HAH!!"  Malcolm  shouted  which  took  a 
great  deal  of  his  energy  and  caused  a  sharp  pointed 
ache  in  his  gut.  For  just  a  few  seconds,  he  feared  his 
outburst  would  bring  again  the  blackness,  so  he 
laid  motionless  for  quite  a  while. 

He  placed  the  letter  back  on  the  night  stand 
and  began  faintly  sobbing.  His  head  was  beginning 
to  hurt,  so  Malcolm  decided  to  turn  off  the  light. 

In  the  gloaming,  he  stared  at  the  air  below 
where  the  ceiling  paint  was  badly  cracking  even 
feet  or  so  above  him.  This  was  an  especially  lucky 
period  due  to  the  fact  that  he  was  rarely  awake  past 
reading  the  letter.  He  began  thinking  of  Anna 
again.  He  remembered  how  the  more  he  was  with 
her,  the  more  he  envied  her.  She  used  to  speak  of 
the  things  women  did,  and  he  somehow  peculiarly 
wished  he  was  a  woman  as  well.  He'd  enjoy 
bonding  closely  with  someone.  She  used  to  talk  of 
shopping  trips  and  lunches  spent  sharing  secrets 
and  desires  nd  hopes  over  bowls  of  French  onion 


soup.  He  was  also  very  curious  how  two  people 
would  go  shopping  for  something  as  personal  as 
underwear  together  -  sometimes  sharing  the  same 
dressing  room! 

Malcolm  for  the  first  time  noticed  the  pungent 
odor  creasing  the  air  and  wondered  if  he  could 
maybe  meet  the  challenge  of  washing  himself  up  a 
bit.  It  had  been  a  long  while  since  he  last  had.  He 
decided  when  the  pain  in  his  side  lessened,  maybe 
then  he'd  try.  Maybe  then,  too,  he'd  finally  pull 
himself  from  his  mattress  and  make  himself  a  meal. 
He  was  badly  neglecting  to  eat  lately.  After  which  he 
decided  he  would  don  his  best  suit  and  maybe  walk 
to  the  grocery  store  or  the  library  or  to  the  cinema! 
He  hadn't  been  to  the  cinema  in  what  seemed  like 
forever!  What  a  word,  Malcolm  thought  -  "forever." 
Could  this  small  room,  soiled  mattress,  and  cold 
chill  be  his  "forever?"  "Hell  No!"  something  inside 
him  screamed! 

"That's  it,  Malcolm,  you're  gettingup!  You're 
getting  up!"  he  shouted. 

This  time  the  blackness  hit  its  hardest.  Not  to 
worry  though,  when  he  again  awoke  he'd  long 
dreamt  away  his  ideas  of  becoming  mobile  and 
simply  reached  for  the  crumpled  yellow  paper. 


Blind  to  the  World 

Scott  Azman 

I  walk  alone  in  this  world.  Some  say  that 
there's  safety  in  numbers.  Too  much  safety  leads 
to  control.  I  let  them  control  me  too.  No  more.  I 
trusted  them.  They  used  me.  And  when  they 
were  done  with  me,  the  bastards  left  me.  No 
reason.  Some  say  I'm  selfish  to  live  such  a 
sheltered  life.  They  say  I'm  blind  to  the  real 
world.  I  envy  the  blind  man.  No  one  sees  more 
than  he. 
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My  Hometown 

Arleen  Kraszczyk 

You  ask  me  to  tell  you  about  where  I  live. 

Do  you  really  want  to  hear  about 

fast  food? 

shopping  strips? 

amplifiers? 

buses  and  trucks  spewing  poison  into  the  air  day  and  night? 

car  alarms  at  two  o'clock  Sunday  morning? 

shouted  obscenities? 

There's  nothing  there  worth  the  effort 

No, 

I  will  tell  you  of  the  hometown  of  my  childhood 

where  my  Uncle  Jake's  big  white  house  sits  on  a  small  hill 

and  a  black  iron  fence  snakes  around  the  grass 

and  the  walnut  trees  in  the  yard 

drop  their  hard,  stained  fruit  in  the  fall 

Be  careful  not  to  get  it  on  your  hands! 

Where  lazy  vineyards  stretch  and  yawn  in  the  summer  sun 

and  pumpkin  fields  murmur  under  the  Hoosier  moon 

My  cousin  Malcom  and  I  sit  on  the  front  porch  swing 
dreaming  waving  to  the  neighbors 
He  tells  me  again  what  a  great  basketball  player  he  is 
and  that  he's  going  to  Purdue  when  he  grows  up 
I  think  he's  wonderful 

The  sons  of  my  hometown  have  dug  up  her  limestone  bones 

and  shared  them  with  the  world 

in  war  memorials 

in  the  Empire  State  Building 

in  the  nation's  capitol 

in  the  ageless  lions  guarding  the  art  museum 

The  White  River  ribbons  past  my  hometown 

slow  and  gentle 

lulling  my  great-grandfather  to  his  final  sleep 

against  a  tree 

his  fishing  pole  in  hand 

smiling 


Skywaytown 

Timothy  M.  Guest 

On  the  fringe  of  windy  city  I  am; 
An  age-old  pathway  converging 
controversy  and  concrete  to  sky. 
So  now  I  ask  you,  who  am  I? 

Named  for  ace  war  hero, 

My  arms  are  reaching  out 

to  people,  both  near  and  far  away  - 

A  herding  place  for  aluminum  satellites. 

Bellies  full  of  humanity  - 
Arriving,  departing  before  me  - 
Some  staying,  time  to  fly, 
And  they're  gone. 

My  beacon  in  the  night 
Calls  out  for  them  to  come. 
They  come  in  droves  and  droves 
In  rain  and  sleet  and  sun. 

They  colored  many  colors  - 
Flashing  lights,  a  roar,  a  whine. 
Magnificent,  they  thunder  off 
In  search  of  other  climes. 

The  people  pour  before  me 
Inside  their  uniforms  of  life; 
No  eyes  have  I,  but  Tower  sees, 
So  tell  me,  who  am  I? 


End 

Erin  McCauley 

Eternity  is  drawing  to  an  end 
The  world  up  in  flames. 
Colors  in  hues  of  red. 
The  trees  unable  to  bend 
monster  waves  of  lead 
scorch  their  heads 
they  fall  dead  with  pain. 
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And  What  Color  is  the  Sky  in  Jonas' 
Little  World? 

Joseph  Chellino 

I  was  lacing  up  my  shoes  when  I  realized  what  a 
simple  person  I  was.  All  my  life  I've  been  labeled  the  odd 
one,  the  queer,  peculiar  one.  If  only.  I  didn't  feel  different 
as  much  as  I  felt  awkward.  There  wasn't  a  better  word  to 
describe  me.  I  was  awkward  in  my  looks,  my  speech,  my 
thoughts,  and  in  about  every  other  damned  mannerism. 

I  began  to  understand  in  my  thinking  and  my 
lacing  that  things,  life,  wasn't  gonna  change.  When  you're 
little,  you  always  picture  yourself  being  an  adult  and...  I 
dunno,  maybe  if  s  just  me  but...oh,  forget  it.  I  just  all  of  a 
sudden  knew  the  feelings  I  had  then  would  be  mine 
forever.  I  mean,  what  I  hate  now  -  I'll  most  likely  hate 
twenty  years  from  now,  fifty  years  from  now.  And  what 
I  love  -  I'll  love  those  things  'til  I'm  dead,  that's  just  the 
way  I  am,  I  guess. 

All  this  made  me  start  thinking  'bout  a  girl  I'd 
been  seeing.  We  were  only  "friends,"  we  weren't  "going 
steady"  or  nothin',  but  I  was  still  very  much  "in  love" 
with  her.  I  am  still  today.  It  wasn't  that  she  was  anything 
fantastic  or  anything  -  she  just  made  me  happy  is  all. 
When  we  talked  I  used  to  get  the  shakes.  I  knew  she 
noticed,  but  she  never  said  anything.  I  used  to  wish  (and 
waif  11  you  hear  this  one)  I  could  crawl  into  her  brain  and 
find  a  corner  and  hide.  Boy,  that  sounds  dumb,  but  dumb 
or  not  I  was  in  love.  I'm  convinced  that  it's  strictly  a  stupid 
human  thing — love,  I  mean.  Look  at  animals!  Whadda 
they  do?  I'll  tell  you  -  the  male  of  most  any  given  animal 
species  either  does  a  little  dance  or  sings  a  little  song,  a 
female  responds,  they  mate — the  friggin'  end!  Maybe  it's 
just  me,  but  I  just  can't  picture  some  damned  elephant 
bio  win'  sand  at  another  one  and  whispering,  as  quietly  as 
an  elephant  can  I  guess,  "I  love  you."  Can  you? 

All  of  this  thinking  was  frustratin'  me  to  no  end. 
it's  really  strange,  but  for  some  reason  I  can  start  the 
simplest  of  thoughts  and  gradually  progress  to  the  point 
where  I'm  a  friggin'  lunatic,  and  I'm  throwin'  shit  all  over 
the  damned  place!  And  why?  I'll  tell  you  why  -  because 
I'd  start  thinking  about  being  hungry  and  wanting  to  get 
a  patty  melt  or  some  stupid  thing.  But  a  few  minutes  later 
I'd  be  thinking  about  some  prick  who  I  saw  hit  his 
girlfriend  at  the  mall  or  something  and  how  much  I 
wanted  to  rip  his  bleedin'  heart  clean  out  of  his  chest! 
Crazy,  eh? 

I  figured  I'd  calm  myself  by  going  over  and 
havin'  a  chat  with  the  neighbor.  That's  what  I  called  him 
-  "the  neighbor."  Don't  ask  me  why,  I  mean  if  s  'cause  he 
was  my  neighbor  and  all.  I  mean,  I  knew  his  lousy  name 
and  all  but...oh  forget  it!  It  isn't  important!  He  didn't  eem 
to  mind.  He  was  so  damned  happy  that  anybody  would 
even  put  up  with  his  senile  stories  and  bullcrap  that  he 
probably  wouldn't  care  if  I  called  him  Mr.  Shithead  or 
something!  Anyway,  I  decided  to  go  over  and  talk  with 


the  old  boy. 

It  was  eight  fifteenish  in  the  morning,  so  I  knew 
he'd  be  wide  awake  ha  vin'  his  friggin'  lunch  or  something. 
He  kept  really  strange  hours  for  himself,  ya  see.  The 
neighbor  let  me  in  with  his  usual  yellow-toothed,  foul- 
breathed  smile  and  like  usual  led  me  into  the  kitchen  and 
sat  me  down.  I  accepted  the  coffee  I  usually  declined  (I 
hate  coffee,  but  I  was  thirsty  and  that's  all  the  old  moron 
drank!)  and  asked  him  how  things  were.  By  the  way,  I 
think  (if  measurement  could  possibly  be  taken  on  such  a 
thing)  that  we  had  the  world's  most  boring  gosh-damned 
conversations  -  really  predictable,  ya  know.  And  like 
usual  (although  a  bit  earlier  than  I'd  expected)  the  neighbor 
began  complaining  about  the  "niggers." 

This  time  it  was  the  "nigger"  who'd  stolen  his 
damned  cement  bird  lawn  ornament. 

"Those  derned  things'll  cost  ya  plenty,  boy! 
Derned  niggers!" 

He  was  yellin'  at  the  top  of  his  f  reakin'  lungs!  If 
you  talked  to  him  for  long  enough  and  he  thought  he 
could  trust  you,  he'd  tell  you  where  every  "nigger"  in 
town  lived!  Now  to  the  neighbor,  a  "nigger"  was  any 
person  who  in  some  way  had  done  wrong  by  him  in  any 
means;  not  people  of  any  certain  race,  mind  you  -  just 
somebody  who  basically  pissed  him  off.  Last  week  he 
almost  had  bored  me  to  tears  tellin'  me  what  a  "nigger" 
his  old  man  was.  I  guess  his  father  used  to  drink  like  a 
friggin'  maniac  and  do  funny  things  to  the  neighbor  -  you 
know,  those  kinda  things.  I  started  thinking  about  how 
somebody  could  do  that  to  any  body,  and  it  made  me  sick 
and  angry  -  even  now. 

When  I  peeked  at  the  clock,  which  the  neighbor 
always  kept  fourteen  minutes  fast  for  some  stupid  friggin' 
reason,  I  realized  I'd  been  there  for  an  hour  and  twenty  or 
so  minutes.  Quite  suddenly,  it  dawned  on  me  just  how 
damned  much  I  really  hated  the  neighbor  and  all  of  his 
freakin'  bullcrapin'  stories  and  all! 

Now  I'm  not  going  to  bother  you  with  the  "how's" 
and  the  "why's"  of  it  all.  And  I'm  not  gonna  say  some 
stupid  pansy-ass  thing  like  "geez,  I  dunno  why  I  did  if 
or  "before  I  even  knew  what  I  was  doin'...,"  because  I 
decided  to  do  it  probably  a  good  quarter  of  an  hour  before 
I  actually  did  it.  Anyway,  at  about  nine  fiftyish  that 
morning  I  pounced  upon  and  slit  the  neighbor's  ugly 
vulture-like  throat  from  ear  to  friggin'  ear. 

Lookin'  back  it  probably  wasn't  the  brightest 
damned  thing  I  ever  did,  but  I  ain't  gonna  worry  about  it. 
I'm  gonna  be  a  dead  "nigger"  myself  someday. 


mm 
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A  Heart  of  Steel 

Alfyson  Newman 

A  black  bride 
With  saddened  tears, 
Her  life  was  over 
Her  worst  fear. 

She  can't  go  back, 
She  can't  go  on, 
She's  up  all  night, 
To  see  the  dawn. 

She  sits  and  thinks 

All  day  long, 

Her  moaning  sounds 

Make  up  her  sorrowed  song 

It  will  get  better 
The  wound  will  heal, 
Even  though  her  heart 
is  steel. 


Everyday  Drone 

K.  Biggins 

Get  up,  don't  be  late,  shut  off  the  alarm. 
Hurry  off  to  work,  be  a  team  player. 

Do  it  by  the  book,  don't  screw  up  this  time. 
It's  in  your  hands  now,  they're  counting  on  you. 

Been  a  long  day,  go  home  to  wife  and  kids, 
Relax  in  your  armchair,  wait  for  dinner. 

Watch  the  evening  news;  who  was  shot  today? 
Not  now  Timmy,  can't  you  see  I'm  busy? 

Put  on  pajamas,  kiss  your  wife  goodnight. 
Oh  yes,  don't  forget  to  set  the  alarm. 

Mortgage,  taxes,  bills,  I'm  a  failure. 
Please,  my  God,  I  can't  take  it  any  more! 

Go  over  to  the  desk  drawer,  get  it  out. 

Put  the  muzzle  in  your  mouth,  say  goodbye. 

Cold  steel,  pull  trigger,  it's  all  over. 
Screaming,  terror,  why  won't  Daddy  get  up? 


The  Departing  Departed 

Terry  Nolan 

Above  the  river, 
On  the  high  bridge, 
Where  usually  only 
Cars  are  seen, 
Tonight  something  special 
Slows  the  traffic. 
We  drivers 

Ponder  and  tally  the  details, 
Which  after  a  moment 
Seem  clear  enough. 
On  the  shoulder  of  the  road 
A  squad  car  with  lights  revolving 
And 

An  old  bicycle, 
Sturdy  and  reliable  enough, 
Kick  stand  set, 
Riderless 

Here  atop  the  bridge 
Where  just  moments  ago 
Its  rider  left  it- 
Left  us, 
Left  life. 


A  Certain... 

Angela  Brooks 

A  certain  indelible  mark 

etched  by  your  steady  hand  onto  my  flesh 

and  ley  promise  of  ecstasy 

(with  no  kissing) 

India  ink  oozing  from  my  pores 

droplets  of  blood  frame  them  like  delicate 

masterpieces  of  pain. 

My  body  will  never  forget  you. 
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A  Friendly  Intrusion 

John  M.  Bloome 

Steam  on  the  windows 
Violence  inside 
Fire  in  his  loins 
Fright  in  her  eyes 

A  voluptuous  woman 
A  carnal  crime 
Dye  in  her  hair 
Makeup  on  her  eyes 

An  erotic  perfume 
A  sensual  dress 
Desire  uncaged 
The  beast  invades 


American  Blues 

Latoya  Graham 

If  you  don't  like  the  t.v.  show  turn  your  damn  set  off 

Look  at  yourself  in  the  mirror, 

do  you  like  what  you  see? 

Always  be  self-conscious,  society  is  watching. 

I  paid  the  bills  and  the  lights  are  still  off, 

I'm  losing  my  home  and  my  mind 

people  really  think  I  love  living  this  way 

shallow  politicians  don't  change  a  thing  and  they  say 

vote,  but  for  what? 

The  water  causes  cancer 

I  don't  feel  safe  in  or  outside  of  my  home 

Children  don't  have  any  respect  anymore 

maybe  I  will  go  to  Disneyland,  that  is  if  I  don't  get 

carjacked 

We  need  solutions,  people  on  the  telephone  trying  to 

sell  the  jazz  plays  on. 


Armed 

Dojna  Corzine 

the  cap  gun  shots  you  fire  never  carry  the 
threat  you're  intending  -  couldn't  mean  it  and  i 
know  it  -  your  glancing  away  is  a  lie  of  its  own  -  i've 
been  waiting  here  wondering  what  this  is  coming  to 
when  you're  scared  to  use  even  water  pistols  -  say 
you  won't  stay  and  i'll  just  laugh  more  -  you've 
clipped  me  down  to  elf -size  but  still  i  tower  above 
you  so  you  try  out  your  slingshot  -  still  i'm  laughing 


People 

Erica  Veguilla 


Some 
Some 
Some 
Some 
Some 
Some 
Some 
Some 


will 
will 
will 
will 
will 
will 
will 
will 


kick  you, 
hold  you, 
neglect  you, 
help  you. 
stop  you, 
motivate  you, 
hate  you, 
love  you. 
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The  Light  Sky  Blue  Colored  Carpet 

Crista  Fabrycki 

His  broad,  strong  arms  wrap  around  her 
body.  She  feels  him  -  all  of  him  -  against  her.  She  feels 
tiny.  He  glides  his  large  hand  down  her  flat  chest.  He 
rubs  her  stomach.  His  hand  moves  past  her  stomach. 
She  winces.      "Quiet!"  his  voice  is  harsh. 

She  had  not  made  a  noise,  had  she? 

He  pulls  down  her  white  shorts.  She  sweats. 

Had  he  locked  the  door?  No  chance  that  he 
had  not. 

His  large  hand  slides  into  her  underwear.  He 
rips  her  panties,  he  pushes  her  against  the  wall.  He 
spreads  her  legs. 

"Unzip  my  pants"  -  that  harsh  voice.  She 
shakes  her  head,  eyes  focused  on  the  floor  -  on  the 
carpet  -  on  the  light  sky  blue  colored  carpet  that 
seems  miles  away. 

"I  will  get  them.  I  will  get  Mommy,  Daddy, 
and  Little  Brother." 

She  reaches  her  left  hand  out  and  follows  his 
command.  He  smiles  a  chilling  grin.  He  violently 
pulls  down  his  own  dark  black  jeans. 

He  doesn't  have  underpants  on.  Why  doesn't 
he  ever  wear  underpants? 

He  kneels.  He  enters  her.  She  cries.  She  asks 
him  to  stop.  She  says  it  hurts.  She  is  eight  years  old. 
She  is  not  a  virgin. 


Maybe  this  is  the  way  my  friend  was  raped. 
I  do  not  know;  I  can  only  imagine. 

One  day  last  spring,  entering  the  school 
bathroom,  I  found  my  dear  friend  Becky  crying. 
Concerned,  I  asked  what  was  wrong.  She  confided 
in  me  her  profound,  dreadful  secret;  when  Becky 
was  eight  years  old,  she  was  raped.  She  had 
determined  to  forget;  she  had  tried  to  erase  her 
frightening,  abominable  memories.  For  many  years 
my  charming,  intelligent,  gleeful  friend,  who  always 
had  a  smile  on  her  beautiful  face,  was  able  to  escape. 
She  had  obliterated  a  part  of  her  life  that  she  did  not 
want  to  remember. 

However,  earlier  that  day,  another  student 
asked  her  to  fill  out  a  survey.  One  of  the  questions  on 
the  survey  asked,  "Have  you  been  sexually  harassed 
or  abused?" 

With  one  question,  terrifying  visions  of 
Becky's  childhood  swept  through  her  body,  mind, 
and  soul.  Her  recollections  were  too  vivid.  Becky 
did  not  tell  me  any  details  -  except  one.  She  mumbled 


that  the  light  sky  blue  colored  carpet  had  seemed 
miles  away,  just  as  the  real  sky  does  in  her  real  life. 

As  Becky  cried  in  my  arms,  I  worried  and  I 
wondered.  I  worried  that  she  would  not  be  able  to 
live  a  healthy,  stable  life.  I  wondered  how  she  had 
lived  her  life  thus  far  with  such  a  destructive  secret. 
Becky  told  me  nothing  more.  She  simply  asked  me 
not  to  tell. 

I  do  not  know  the  name  of  the  man  who 
raped  my  friend.  I  do  not  know  his  face.  I  do  not 
know  his  relation  to  Becky.  I  do  not  know  if  he  raped 
her  once,  five  times,  or  twenty-five  times.  I  do  not 
know  what  she  feels.  I  only  know  that  the  light  sky 
blue  colored  carpet  seemed  far-  so  far  -  away. 

Every  night,  before  I  enter  my  dreams  and 
my  dreams  enter  me,  I  pray  for  Becky.  I  pray  that  she 
will  not  suffer  -  that  she  will  not  be  hurt.  I  pray  that 
one  day  she  will  have  a  close  physical  and  emotional 
relationship  with  a  man.  I  pray  that  someday  she 
will  get  professional  help. 

Never  again  have  Becky  and  I  discussed  the 
rape.  On  that  spring  day  after  I  found  Becky  crying 
in  the  bathroom,  during  the  next  class,  Becky  was 
again  smiling  -  as  if  we  had  never  talked  -  as  if  she 
had  never  been  raped  when  she  was  eight  years  old. 

I  constantly  think  about  Becky.  I  constantly 
imagine  the  rape.  I  thought  that  as  time  continued, 
I  would  not  think  about  the  rape  as  much.  Instead,  I 
think  more.  I  want  to  do  something  for  my  dear 
friend.  Helpless  -  I  feel  helpless.  After  that  spring 
day,  I  gave  her  a  card;  that  is  all  I  did. 

I  visualize  the  rape.  I  see  a  little,  scared  girl 
and  a  big,  mean  man.  Each  time  in  my  head,  the  rape 
is  different.  Each  time  in  my  head,  the  rape  is  more 
petrifying.  I  want  to  tell  somebody  who  can  help 
Becky,  but  I  will  not  betray  her.  I  will  not  be  like  the 
man. 

Becky  is  no  w  at  college.  I  am  now  at  a  different 
college.  Sometimes  I  believed  she  has  repressed  her 
revelation  to  me  just  as  she  repressed  the  fact  that 
she  was  raped. 

Still  though,  when  outside,  I  look  up  at  the 
light  blue  colored  sky  that  seems  miles  away,  and  I 
always  think  of  Becky. 
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There  but  For... 

Mary  Frances  Lund 

Her  likeness  haunts  me, 

dark,  wistful,  young  old  eyes  frozen  in  time, 

a  weary  mother  with  two  toddler  sons 

under  a  headline  declaring 

"there  are  no  more  spoiled  children  in  Sarajevo  anymore. 

My  Sunday  morning  tranquility  broken, 

I  read  about  a  tiresome  menu 

of  canned  mackerel  and  corned  beef 

generously  supplied  by  relief  agencies, 

of  unrelenting  cold  and  book-burning  for  warmth 

("we're  down  to  just  Hemingway,"  she  said), 

of  bitter  sugarless  tea  and 

electricity  every  fourth  day. 

Spoiled?  spoiled? 

No  Happy  Meals  at  McDonalds? 

No  birthday  excursions  to  the  zoo  or 

visits  to  the  mall  to  whisper  wishes 

in  Santa's  ear? 

No  steaming  cups  of  hot  chocolate 

floating  with  tiny  marshallows 

after  a  morning  making  snow  angels? 

I  turn  the  thermostat  up  another  notch 

against  the  subzero  wind  chill 

and 

taking  a  sip  of  gourmet  coffee, 

turn  the  page. 


Solitary  Teardrop 

Marilyn  Mack 

There  is  a  lonely  teardrop 
rolling  down  my  hopeless  face, 

A  solitary  teardrop, 

That  won't  be  brushed  away. 

For  inside  it  carries  thousands, 

of  teardrops  just  the  same 
Pleading  to  be  heard  and  seen 

And  to  not  be  erased. 
My  eyes  watch  in  destitution, 

in  a  void  silence  of  sound, 

My  teardrop  makes  a  wet  spot 

on  the  cold,  unfeeling  ground. 

My  tears,  my  dreams,  my  hopes,  my  life, 

I  feel  with  inhuman  hurt, 

Everything  I've  lived  for, 

Is  now  splattered  in  the  dirt. 

I  stare  unseeing,  at  the  world, 

In  my  mindless  pain, 

I  feel  unspoken  anguish, 

'Til  never  live  again." 

I  feel  there  is  a  prophecy, 

In  which  I  am  a  pawn, 

And  by  some  players  gambit, 

My  lonely  spirit's  is  gone! 


Books 

Erin  McCauley 


Silver 

Dojna  Conine 

flicker  midnight  back  from  me 

to  taste  the  drops  we  missed  the  fall  of 

shades  go  round  our  shattered  circle 

breathing  out  the  cricket  peace 

in  mooncall  cadence  spoken  sameness 

shelling  shapes  fall  back  from  flight 

in  one-night  woven  stolen  lawntime 

lost  from  sleep  a  year  or  more 


Old  tattered  pages, 
The  binding  coming  undone. 
The  words  flow  through  the  ages, 
Of  maidens  being  won. 
The  sparkle  of  knights 
glimmer  through  the  dark 
The  story  of  the  night 
where  two  created  one. 
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Escape 

JoLynn  Holt 

These  curtain  bars, 
As  real  as  glinting  steel; 
Pinion  youths  delight 
And  wrest  my  boyish  hopes. 

All  within  me  craves 
To  break  the  fetters  hand. 
The  child  I  have  become 
Conceives  to  liberate. 

Escape  at  last,  and  free 
From  patriarchal  vice. 
Alas,  to  realize, 
The  prison  walls  are  me. 


Purple  Darkness 

Erica  Veguilla 

Can  you  feel  it? 
I  mean  the  wine-color  pain 
Under  a  savage  bruise 
That  didn't  tear  flesh 
But  bled  under  the  skin. 
Or  are  you  numb? 
Feeling  nothing  now 
Because  you  blocked  it  out 
With  the  purple  darkness 
Like  a  child  pulls  covers 
Of  a  heavy,  opaque  blankie 
Over  fearful  eyes. 
Or  are  you  a  coward? 
One  who  is  just  a  talker 
Who  hides  in  the  dirty  corner 
And  pretends  to  be  stronger 
But  never  shows  up  to  fight. 


The  Ugly  Monster 

Ida  Marie  Nelson 

Such  a  funny  thing. 

It  wraps  its  arms  around  you 

so  tight  it  chokes  the  life  out  of  you. 

It  makes  you  think  things 
you  would  never  choose  to  allow. 
Your  mind  doesn't  seem  like 
your  own  anymore,  as  if  controlled 
by  all  the  forces  of  hell. 

Everything  you  see  has  a 
dark  strange  perspective. 
All  is  gloomy,  dark,  and  ugly 
like  the  inside  of  a  dungeon. 

This  monster  saps  all  your  energy 

until  you  are  left  so  tired 

you  do  not  feel  like  you 

can  move  a  muscle  -  or  better  yet 

you  don't  want  to. 

It  steals  your  concentration 

and  wipes  away  your  thinking  ability. 

It  makes  you  either  eat  everything 

in  sight  or  takes  your  desire  to  eat  at  all. 

It  screams  sleep,  sleep 
in  your  ears  until  all  you 
want  to  do  is  sleep  and 
never  wake  up  again,  but  that's 
o.k.  because  if  you  sleep  - 
you  don't  feel.  That  is  until 
you've  slept  so  much  you  can  no 
longer  sleep  at  all. 

And  then  it  puts  blindfolds  of  pain 
on  you  so  you  can't  see 
those  around  you.  You  can't 
see  them  beause  all  you  see 
is  yourself,  and  you  hate 
what  you  see. 

It  binds  you  in  chains 
and  claims  you  for  its  own, 
until  all  you  feel  is  guilt, 
shame,  anger  and  worthless 
in  the  end. 

This  monster  is  such  a  funny  thing. 

It  controls  your  life. 

It  wraps  its  arms  around  you 

so  tight  it  chokes  the  life  out  of  you! 
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Mikey's  Poem 

Jennifer  A.  Warner 

Screams  woke  me  out  of  a  quiet  sleep 

Screams  in  my  head  only  I  could  hear 

You  were  my  best  friend  whyM  you 

Leave  me  here 

As  children  you  teased  me, 

As  teenagers  you  held  me  when  I'd 

Break  down  and  cry 

As  a  friend  you  watched  me, 

While  life  passed  me  by 

Your  life  is  over  and  I  can  only 

Sit  here  and  cry. 


Long  Distance  Love 

Gary  Weinshenker 

The  stars  of  the  night  sky 

Have  the  direction  of  my  stare 

Like  the  night  we  said  we'd  always  care 

So,  please  don't  say  goodbye. 

I  say  I  don't  believe  in  love 

I  guess  if  s  for  safety's  sake 

But  now  my  heart  continues  to  ache 

As  I  gaze  at  the  stars  above. 

I  still  remember  the  day  you  came 
Your  ship  falling  from  the  sky 
And  I  knew  in  my  confused  mind's  eye 
That  I  would  never  be  the  same. 

My  love  for  you  grew  much  too  strong 
I  couldn't  wait  for  your  return 
But  it  wasn't  very  hard  to  learn 
The  journey  must  be  far  too  long. 

So  I  can't  help  but  drown  in  memories 
And  though  it  was  very  hard  to  construe 
A  woman  possessing  four  eyes  of  blue 
To  a  man,  you  sure  knew  how  to  please. 


For  Gale 

David  Weese 

That  spark  of  life 
That  mini  whirlwind 
With  eyes  so  full  of  question  and  wonder 

Such  trust  You've  found  in  those  eyes 
So  pure 
So  real 
No  strings 

But  life  is  hard 

The  ugly... 

seeks  the  innocent 

The  little  ones 

also  ride  that  great  wheel  of  life 
They  too  must  hang  in  the  balances 

But  often  we  forget 
An  incredible  gift  has  been  given 
It  is  indeed  a  gift 
to  be  treasured 

For  time- 
is  the  only  thing  that  is  certain 
other  than  those  trusting  eyes 
So  pure 
So  real 
Never  forget 
For  this  is  the  gift- 
above  all  others 

However  fleeting 
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The  Similarities  Between  Great- 
Grandma  and  Daniel 

Christine  Kucinic 

As  I  took  my  infant  son  to  the  hospital  to  see 
his  ill  great-grandmother,  I  realized  how  much  they 
are  alike  even  though  they  are  almost  ninety  years 
apart.  I  watchedmy  grandmother  and  her  roommate 
eat  as  Daniel  played  quietly  on  my  lap.  As  they  took 
a  spoonful  of  mashed  potatoes  every  two  minutes,  I 
knew  I  was  going  to  be  there  awhile,  so  I  let  my  mind 
wander. 

I  started  thinking  about  their  health.  Daniel 
is  very  fragile.  I  cannot  set  him  on  the  floor  and 
expect  him  to  start  walking.  The  same  goes  for  my 
grandma;  her  bones  are  much  too  weak  to  easily  get 
up  from  sitting  on  the  floor  to  walking.  Then  I 
realized  exactly  what  Grandma  was  eating  -  mashed 
potatoes  with  a  spoon.  Daniel  had  that  for  lunch 
right  before  we  came  to  the  hospital! 

Surveying  the  room,  I  saw  all  buttons  for 
when  they  need  help,  chairs  which  I  know  they  need 
assistance  to  get  on  and  off,  and  many  gadgets  to 
service  with  everyday  life  that  we  take  for  granted. 
The  same  stuff  Daniel  needs  help  with! 

My  grandma's  mind  doesn't  work  all  that 
well  either.  She  really  doesn't  remember  from  one 
day  to  another,  and  neither  does  Daniel.  The  boy 
thinks  all  of  his  toys  are  brand  new  every  day.  Some 
things  he  remembers,  like  my  face  or  his  blanket. 
The  same  with  my  grandma,  but  the  majority  of 
things  and  events  are  just  a  blur. 

With  all  of  this  running  in  my  head,  I  cracked 
a  smile.  This  made  Grandma  smile,  and  when  I 
looked  down,  Daniel  was  smiling  too.  I  discovered 
the  most  important  detail;  they  are  both  toothless! 
Neither  one  has  any  hair,  they're  both  fat  and  full  of 
wrinkles!  Their  appearance  is  so  like. 

When  the  nurse  came  into  the  room  to  change 
Grandma's  Depend  undergarment  and  put  her  into 
bed,  I  began  to  think,  "I  have  to  go  home,  change 
Daniel's  diaper,  and  put  him  down  for  a  nap." 

I  kissed  my  grandma  goodbye,  and  she 
whispered  in  my  ear,  "I  have  learned  so  much,  and 
he  has  so  much  to  learn."  They  are  not  exactly  alike; 
there  are  ninety  years  difference!  Nevertheless,  the 
similarities  are  there. 


Love-ities 

Marianne  Nowak 

Frost  covered  branches  glisten  in  light 
Moonlight  on  snow  drifts,  so  beautifully  bright. 
A  warm  cup  of  tea  on  a  cold  winter's  night- 
A  deep  peaceful  feeling  that  things  are  all  right. 

A  child  nestled  comfortably,  drifting  to  sleep  - 
so  wide-eyed  and  bright-eyed  with  eager  belief, 
laughing  and  playing  and  ready  to  charm, 
now  peacefully  sleeping  here  in  my  arm. 

The  tapping  of  rain  on  a  hot  summer  night. 
Weeding  and  tilling,  and  sweating  -  outright  - 
rewarded  with  water  from  Heaven  above 
like  a  pat  on  the  shoulder  of  heavenly  love. 

Warm  arms  and  good  smells  with  twinkling  eyes 
He  lays  down  beside  me  and  brushes  my  thighs. 
The  best  hugger  I've  known  from  long,  long  ago 
and  love  brims  and  gushes  and  lives  in  my  soul. 

Housework  and  laundry  most  everyday. 
Tear  drops  and  heart  stops  and  going  away 
to  treasure  and  cherish  and  thankfully  pray 
for  the  precious  gift  of  family. 


But  Life  is  not  a  Fairytale 

Jennifer  A.  Warner 

People  say  two  hearts  can  beat  as  one, 
But  do  they  beat  true? 
I  have  heard  of  true  love  lasting  forever, 
But  what  is  left  when  forever  is  over? 

Some  people  can  be  dreamers 
But  dreams  don't  always  come  true 
A  kiss  may  mean  many  things 
But  does  it  mean  I  love  you 
The  only  sure  thing  is  that  life  is  not 
A  fairytale  and  dreams  don't  always  come  true 
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Lessons  From  Grandfather 

Sandra  R.  Rivett 

My  grandfather  is  gone  now  -  no  longer  here  for 
me  to  follow  around  and  pester  with  never-ending 
questions.  I  was  his  only  grandchild  and  as  far  as  he  was 
concerned,  I  had  been  made  in  heaven  to  perfection.  As 
far  as  I  was  concerned,  he  had  been  made  in  heaven  too, 
and  no  one  -  absolutely  no  one  -  had  a  grandfather  that 
could  begin  to  compare  to  mine. 

No  doubt  our  relationship  was  a  special  one,  and 
there  was  that  spark  of  divine  "something"  between  us. 
He  taught  me  to  fish,  ride  horses,  be  kind  to  animals, 
never  tell  a  lie.  I  taught  him  to  be  patient. 

Growing  up  on  a  farm  where  the  only  playmates 
alittlegirlhasarethebabyanimalsdidhaveitsadvantages. 
I  learned  about  birth  and  death,  that  the  strong  survive 
and  the  weak  perish.  I  also  learned  that  hard  work  doesn't 
kill  you.  I  watched  Mother  Nature  and  Jack  Frost,  the 
seasons  come  and  go.  I  watched  the  ground  lie  dormant 
in  the  winter,  the  crops  burst  forth  in  spring,  then  the 
summer  heat  come  with  never  enough  rain,  the  bountiful 
fall  harvest,  and  then  winter  be  upon  us  again.  I  learned 
life  has  these  same  seasons. 

Grandpa  was  growing  in  his  way,  and  I  was 
growing  in  mine.  Adolescence  was  upon  me,  and  I  had 
found  the  lights  of  the  city  to  be  more  alluring  now  than 
the  country.  All  those  years  watching  had  prepared  me  to 
practice  what  I  had  learned.  I  had  discovered  the  boys.  It 
was  time  to  try  these  lessons  out. 

The  years  passed,  I  married  one  of  those  boys  I 
had  found,  and  settled  down  to  raise  my  own  family.  I 
had  a  sixth  sense  when  it  came  to  having  and  raising 
babies.  Life  in  the  country  had  prepared  me  well  for  the 
responsibilities  of  young  adulthood.  Grandpa  stayed 
close  to  the  heart  but  much  farther  apart  in  miles  now  as 
I  traveled  about  the  country  with  my  new  husband  and 
his  career  in  the  city. 

Then  one  summer  wedecided  to  take  the  children 
to  the  country  to  spend  our  vacation  with  Grandpa.  They 
needed  some  of  their  own  lessons,  and  I  didn't  know  of 
any  place  more  appropriate  for  them  to  get  what  only  my 
grandfather  could  give  them.  Our  time  was  coming  to  an 
end,  and  I  was  not  wanting  to  leave,  but  we  had  a  life  in 
the  city  that  was  calling.  The  children  had  spent  some 
time  glimpsing  their  mother's  childhood,  and  they  had 
learned  those  valuable  lessons  they  had  come  to  learn. 

I  had  also  gotten  a  lot  out  of  this  vacation.  I  was 
remembering  how  wonderful  it  had  been  growing  up  in 
the  country.  I  could  see  the  horizon,  the  dawn  breaking 
every  morning  as  the  world  wakes  up  from  a  long  night's 
sleep.  I  could  see  the  sun  peeking  through  the  eastern  sky 
and  the  sun  returning  to  slumber  as  the  western  sky 
turned  a  brilliant  orange.  I  stopped  to  smell  the  flowers  in 
Grandma's  flower  garden  as  I  walked  through  the  gate 
and  into  the  yard.  The  fresh  country  cream  from  the  cows 


that  were  milked  every  morning  and  evening,  the  eggs 
that  were  gathered  that  very  day,  the  blackberries  picked 
from  bushes  at  the  end  of  the  lane  that  went  into  the 
cobbler  that  only  Grandma  could  make  were  just  a  few  of 
the  pleasures  found  in  the  country  life  that  I  found 
missing  in  the  city .  I  felt  fortunate  to  be  both  a  city  girl  and 
a  country  girl  and  even  more  fortunate  to  have  the 
grandfather  I  did. 

He  walked  over  to  me  as  we  were  getting  ready 
to  depart  for  our  long  journey  home,  and  I  felt  his  huge, 
old,  weather  beaten  hand  resting  on  top  of  my  head.  He 
was  standing  behind  the  chair  where  I  had  been  sitting  to 
finish  my  morning  cup  of  coffee.  Jerry  and  the  children 
were  packing  the  car,  and  Grandma  was  rustling  about 
gathering  honey  and  biscuits  and  fresh  fruit  for  the 
children  to  have  on  their  ride  home. 

"Kid."  He  had  always  called  me  kid.  "Grandpa 
has  something  to  tell  you.  I'm  going  to  die  one  of  these 
days  soon,  and  I  want  you  to  know.  I'll  be  fine,"  he  said 
as  he  continued  to  stroke  the  top  of  my  head. 

I  remember  now  it  was  a  very  matter-of-fact 
statement,  and  I  replied  just  as  matter-of-factly.  "We  are 
all  going  to  die  someday,  but  I  have  always  felt  when  you 
go,  they  will  have  to  put  me  in  the  casket  with  you.  I  have 
too  much  left  to  do  here,  so  your  time  can't  be  up."  He 
laughed  and  repeated  to  me,  "You'll  be  fine,  just  fine." 
Jerry  called  from  outside  that  the  kids  were  in  the  car  and 
ready  to  go.  I  got  up,  and  we  walked  to  the  car.  Grandpa 
opened  the  car  door  for  me,  and  I  slipped  in  with  a  wink 
and  the  dry  old  grin  of  his.  We  were  off.  I  got  home  and 
continued  with  my  busy  city  life  with  no  further  thought 
of  that  conversation.  It  simply  had  no  impact  for  a  reason 
beyond  my  ability  to  understand. 

Exactly  one  week  to  the  day  later,  the  telephone 
rang,  and  the  message  was  that  Grandpa  was  gone  -  no 
longer  putting  in  crops,  raising  baby  animals,  teaching 
lessons  to  grandchildren,  and  being  that  special  presence 
to  all  whose  lives  he  touched.  The  amazing  part  to  me  was 
that  I  was  fine.  It  wasn't  at  all  like  I  had  expected  it  to  be 
when  he  was  no  longer  around.  His  spirit  never  left.  His 
influence  continues  to  this  day  in  my  life  and  everyone's 
life  I  touch.  He  had  learned  along  the  way  that  there  is  a 
time  to  reap  and  a  time  to  sow,  a  time  to  die  and  a  time  to 
be  born.  He  had  learned  to  love  and  let  go,  and  I  had 
learned  another  valuable  lesson  from  him. 
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Mother  Earth 

David  Weese 

I  wander  my  majestic  distances 
...  and  weep 

I  have  been  raped 
...  torn  asunder 

And  these  children 

who  say  they  love  their  children 

LIE... 

and  leave  them  nothing! 


Jamie 

Mary  Frances  Lund 

hike,  a  fireball 
you  blazed  into  my  world- 
wee  dark  haired  babe, 
flesh  of  my  flesh, 
swiftly, 
indelibly 
marking  my  soul. 
For  three  fleeting  days 
my  arms  enfolded  your  newness, 
my  heart  whispered  lullabies, 
my  lips  grazed 
your  tiny  cheeks. 

A  single  stroke  of  ink 

snatched  you  away! 

Child  of  my  child, 

never  to  know 

me 

or  the 

one 

who  gave  you  life! 


The  Pit 

Ida  Marie  Nelson 

I  was  contentedly  walking  along  the  road,  all  was  going 
mighty  fine  -  when  like  a  bolt 
of  lightning  out  of  hell  appeared 
a  deep,  dark,  grinding,  gripping, 
paralyzing  depression  that 
caught  me  in  its  cold, 
hard  hands  and  drug 
me  down  into  the 
deep,  dark 
pit! 
pit! 
deep,  dark 
I  looked  up  to  the  God  of  my  salva- 
tion. He  reached  down  to 
me  with  eyes  of  love  and  a 
heart  of  compassion.  He  took  my 
hand  and  said,  Trust  me,  I  will  lead  and 
guide  you."  And  that  was  when  I  first  began  to  see  a 
glimpse  of  the  way  out  of  that  tormenting  deep,  dark  Pit! 


A  Religious  Thought 

Erica  Veguilla 

When  I  take  that  mortal  plunge 

Into  the  ocean  of  serenity 

I'll  remember  those  who  loved  me 

On  the  green,  fertile  land  of  life 

And  swim  through  the  clear  blue 

Until  I'm  clean  and  new 

Then  fly  to  the  garden  of  eternity. 


How  can  one  so  small 
leave  a  hole  so  large? 
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Blanket  of  Memories 

Mar  go  Winder 

I  never  called  her  Mom  anymore.  Not  since 
she'd  come  to  live  with  us.  Now  it  was  always 
"Mother"  or  "My  mother"  when  speaking  of  her 
sarcastically  to  friends.  I  leaned  my  head  back  onto 
the  sofa.  It  slipped  perfectly  into  the  concave  spot 
worn  by  hours  of  daydreaming.  It  had  been  only  two 
years  since  we'd  brought  her  into  our  home.  It  felt 
like  twenty. 

I  remember  sitting  in  the  doctor's  office  with 
Mike  waiting  for  her  doctor  to  come  in.  His  desk  had 
piles  of  manila  folders  stacked  in  three  neat  blocks. 
The  middle  block  was  the  shortest.  My  mother's  file 
was  right  on  top.  I  had  wondered  why  hers  was  on 
top  of  that  particular  pile.  Was  there  any  significance 
to  its  being  the  shortest  one?  Were  those  the  ones 
with  the  poor  prognoses?  I  wanted  to  reach  across 
and  see  whose  file  was  underneath  hers.  Maybe  I'd 
recognize  the  name  and  could  make  some  connection 
between  the  names  and  the  height  of  the  pile.  Had 
Dad's  file  been  in  the  shortest  stack?  No.  They 
probably  had  a  separate  file  for  those.  Here  today  - 
gone  tomorrow. 

The  door  had  abruptly  swung  open,  splitting 
the  silence  with  such  force  that  I  had  jumped.  After 
the  preliminary  handshakes  he  had  sat  down, 
glancing  quickly  at  the  piles  on  his  desk  before 
lifting  my  mother's  off  the  short  one.  What  power  he 
wielded.  With  the  cracking  of  a  file,  he  would  be  able 
to  change  the  lives  of  an  entire  family. 

"Your  mother  has  had  a  stroke  in  the  left 
hemisphere  of  her  brain."  I  had  raised  my  eyebrows 
as  his  cue  to  continue. 

"She'll  suffer  some  language  loss  as  well  as 
some  slight  impairments  in  the  motor  functions  on 
her  right  side.  She'll  be  receiving  both  physical  and 
speech  therapy. . ."  He  had  gone  on  and  on.  Mike  and 
I  had  listened  attentively.  It  had  all  sounded  so 
logical  that  I  had  no  reservations  about  my  next 
question. 

"How  long  until  my  mother's  able  to  go 
home?"  He  had  looked  confused,  like  I  had  just 
asked  him,  "Why  do  doctors  wear  white?"  He  spoke, 
choosing  his  words  slowly  and  deliberately  like  my 
father  had  done  when  I  told  him  I  wasn't  going  to 
college. 

"Mrs.  Richards...  It's  very  unlikely  that  your 
mother  will  be  able  to  live  on  her  own  for  quite  some 
time,  if  at  all."  He  had  paused. 


"You  and  your  husband  will  need  to  discuss 
the  options  available  for  your  mother's  care  once 
she's  left  St.  Luke's." 

We  had  both  left  the  hospital  that  day 
knowing  what  we  had  to  do.  My  mother  had  come 
to  live  with  us  three  months  later. 

It  hadn't  been  difficult  at  the  beginning. 
Actually,  I  had  been  excited  about  her  coming.  We 
had  always  shared  such  a  wonderful  closeness. 

Dad  had  been  career  Air  Force.  He  loved  it. 
I  was  always  supposed  to  feel  so  fortunate  that  I  was 
able  to  travel  to  so  many  parts  of  the  world.  Every 
three  years  he'd  receive  his  orders  and  off  we'd 
go...new  school,  new  house,  new  friends. 

Mom  was  always  there  for  me.  Germany 
had  been  the  most  difficult  move.  The  kids  on  the 
base  were  so  rude  to  the  "new  brats"  as  we  were 
called.  I'd  come  home  from  school  swearing  I  was 
never  going  back.  Mom  would  reassure  me  that  "it'll 
all  work  out"  and  then  off  we'd  go  to  the  river. 

We'd  walk  hand  in  hand  the  six  blocks  to  the 
Rhine  River.  There  we  would  sit  for  hours  on  the 
bank  watching  the  barges  go  by.  Each  barge  would 
bear  a  line  of  flags  from  each  country  it  had  docked 
at.  We  would  try  to  guess  what  country  each  flag 
stood  for  and  tell  why  we  thought  so.  Once  we'd 
gotten  a  book  on  flags  from  the  library  to  verify  our 
answers,  but  it  hadn't  been  as  fun  as  guessing. 

Tears  spilled  over  and  slid  down  my  cheeks, 
silently  dropping  off  onto  the  sofa.  I  wonder  if  my 
mother  at  least  remembered  the  barges.  Probably 
not.  She  had  forgotten  so  many  things.  So  many 
memories  we  had  cherished  together  had  been  wiped 
away  by  the  stroke.  She  wasn't  even  the  same  person. 
So  bitter.  So  quick  to  judge  me  or  my  skills  as  a 
mother.  We  barely  even  talked  anymore. 

It's  funny.  At  the  beginning,  I  could  barely 
understand  any  of  the  words  she  said,  but  it  hadn't 
stopped  us.  Every  morning  we'd  sit  as  a  family  at  the 
breakfast  table  listening  to  the  girls  talk  about  what 
they  expected  from  the  day.  Molly,  my  lively  nine 
year  old,  would  be  excited  about  the  break  in  the 
rain  since  it  meant  she'd  have  soccer  practice  that 
day.  And  Kate,  the  quiet  one  listening  intently  to  her 
sister,  quietly  asked  if  Grandma  was  going  to  feel 
well  enough  to  go  to  her  ballet  recital. 

"We're  doing  "Waltz  of  the  Flowers"  from 
the  Nutcracker,  Grandma."  Mom's  eyes  had 
followed  Kate's  across  to  lock  with  mine.  We  had 
both  smiled.  How  many  times  had  Mom  and  I  seen 
the  Nutcracker?  Twenty,  maybe  thirty  times.  Our 
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first  time  had  been  when  I  was  seven.  We  had  gone 
almost  every  year  since  then.  Our  love  for  ballet  had 
rubbed  off  onto  Kate.  She  took  lessons  twice  a  week 
and  begged  to  go  to  any  performance  that  was  in 
town. 

After  the  girls  had  gone  to  school,  we'd  go 
through  a  full  pot  of  tea  in  the  kitchen,  laughing 
about  the  girls  or  reminiscing.  I  did  most  of  the 
talking.  It  was  so  hard  for  her  to  even  remember 
some  of  the  simplest  words.  I'd  wait  patiently  for  her 
to  try  and  think  of  the  word  and  then  when  enough 
time  had  passed,  he'd  look  at  me.  I  would  put  my 
hand  over  hers  and  squeeze  it  gently  and  tell  her  the 
word  she'd  been  searching  for. 

She  had  been  able  to  help  with  small  chores 
around  the  house  and  begged  me  to  let  her  do  them. 
One  time  I  had  watched  her  from  the  kitchen  trying 
to  fold  bath  towels.  Her  left  hand  was  moving  with 
quickness  and  precision  while  her  right  hand  could 
only  hold  the  towel  in  place.  I  had  been  so  proud  of 
her  determination  to  get  better,  to  be  a  whole,  giving 
part  of  her  family. 

I  wondered  when  it  had  changed.  Or  why  it 
had  changed.  It  hadn't  been  any  particular  incident. 
It  had  happened  slowly  -  anger,  tension,  animosity 
seeping  in  like  smoke  filtering  through  cracks  of  a 
bedroom  door  waiting  to  overtake  its  sleeping  victim. 
We  hardly  spoke  anymore.  Just  the  essentials  needed 
to  complete  the  day  - 

"We're  going  to  need  more  laundry 
detergent"  or  "where  do  you  keep  the  meat  platter?" 
She  came  to  the  breakfast  table  now  with  just  enough 
time  to  kiss  the  girls  good-bye  before  they  left  for 
school.  Then  we'd  both  tick  the  minutes  away  with 
idle  conversation  until  Mike  would  leave  for  work. 
We'd  both  watch  the  door  as  he  closed  it  behind  him, 
waiting  for  the  deafening  click  as  the  lock  settled 
into  its  place.  Then  we'd  scatter,  each  going  to  our 
separate  parts  of  the  house.  Mother  would  go  to  her 
room  downstairs  while  I'd  bustle  about  upstairs 
making  beds  and  tidying  up  before  leaving  to  run 
the  countless  errands  I  had  learned  to  make  for 
myself.  I  would  return  around  1:00,  feigning 
disappointment  that  she  had  already  eaten  lunch 
without  me.  She'd  retire  to  her  room  for  the  afternoon 
saying  she  needed  a  nap.  But  I'd  see  the  light  under 
the  crack  of  the  door  mixed  with  shadows  of 
movement.  Sometimes  after  dinner  she'd  watch  a 
show  with  us,  usually  one  the  girls  liked.  Then  after 
kissing  the  girls  and  nodding  goodnight  to  Mike 
and  me,  she'd  quietly  close  her  bedroom  door.  After 


the  ten  o'clock  news  when  I'd  let  the  dog  out,  I  could 
still  hear  her  humming  above  the  voices  from  her 
tiny  t.v..  Oh,  how  many  nights  when  I  was  younger 
that  humming  had  lulled  me  to  sleep.  Even  when  we 
both  knew  I  was  too  big  for  it,  she'd  stroke  my  hair 
and  hum,  "You  are  my  sunshine,  my  only 
sunshine...." 

Had  I  caused  the  change?  Was  it  true  as  Mike 
had  said  that  I  seemed  to  look  for  things  to  get 
aggravated  about? 

A  muffled  bark  came  from  under  my  arm.  It 
was  the  dog.  The  girls  must  be  home.  I  ran  my 
fingers  through  his  sandy  fur,  then  pushed  myself 
off  in  the  direction  of  the  kitchen  to  start  dinner. 

As  I  rounded  the  corner,  I  saw  my  mother, 
Molly,  and  Kate  gathered  around  the  table.  Set 
before  them  was  a  flat  of  flowers  -  snapdragons,  of 
course,  in  every  color.  They  had  been  laughing  and 
turned  as  I  came  in. 

"Look,  Mom!  Grandma  gave  us  the  money 
and  told  us  to  go  get  them  down  at  Barton's.I  got 
them  in  every  color  they  had  just  like  you  do,"  Molly 
beamed. 

"Grandma  said  we  could  plant  them  this 
weekend  if  it's  okay  with  you,"  Kate  chirped. 

Every  year  growing  up,  Mom  and  I  had 
planted  snapdragons  together.  Working  the 
hardened  soil,  she  would  scoop  out  a  hole,  and  I 
would  place  the  flower  in  and  cover  it  up.  We'd 
work  our  way  down  the  side  of  the  house  carefully 
staggering  each  color,  stopping  only  once  for 
lemonade.  Later  when  they  had  spread,  their  color 
would  mix  and  blend  like  the  patchwork  quilts  my 
mother  used  to  make. 

"Uh,  yeah,  that's  fine,"  I  stammered.  Maybe 
it  would  rain.  I  so  looked  forward  to  doing  this  with 
my  girls.. .alone.  Last  year  we  had  set  Mom  by  us  in 
a  lawn  chair  to  supervise  the  planting.  It  had  been  a 
wonderful  day.  The  thought  of  the  tension  that 
would  fill  the  day  this  year  made  me  cringe. 

But  I  didn't  have  to  worry  about  the 
snapdragons  that  weekend.  In  fact,  they  never  got 
planted  at  all.  Instead,  that  weekend  was  spent  at 
Johansen  Funeral  Home.  Mother  had  died  in  her 
sleep. 

I  savored  the  rhythmic  movement  of  the 
porch  swing  for  a  while  longer  before  placing  my  toe 
on  the  porch  to  stop  it.  Then,  glancing  around  once 
more  at  the  beautiful  spring  day,  I  opened  the  screen 
door  and  headed  back  to  the  vacant  bedroom  by  the 
kitchen.  Her  room.  I  had  been  putting  this  off  for 
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three  weeks  now,  but  I  knew  I  had  to  clear  it  out 
sooner  or  later.  The  door  creaked  open.  Quickly,  I 
stepped  to  the  window  to  open  it.  It  finally  gave 
way,  and  the  room  filled  with  the  fresh  touch  of 
spring. 

I  surveyed  the  room,  deciding  where  to  start. 
The  sheets  had  been  washed  the  morning  after  my 
mother  had  died.  The  mattress  lay  bare  and  exposed. 
I  unfolded  the  sheets  I  had  brought  in  and  placed  the 
fitted  sheet  on.  Tucking  in  the  top  sheet,  I  made  my 
way  around  the  wooden  footboard  to  the  other  side. 

Suddenly,  a  sharp  pain  shot  up  through  my 
toe.  As  I  leaned  down  to  examine  the  stubbed  toe,  a 
cardboard  box  peered  out  from  under  the  bed.  I 
pulled  it  toward  me.  It  was  filled  with  pieces  of 
fabric,  some  that  I  recognized  instantly.  There  was 
the  bright  yellow  gingham  from  my  sixth  grade 
graduation  dress,  the  worn  red  flannel  of  my  dad's 
work  shirt,  scraps  of  Molly  and  Kate's  toddler 
sundresses.  I  had  wanted  to  throw  them  away  since 
they  had  yellowed,  but  Mother  had  insisted  I  keep 
them.  Why?  What  was  she  keeping  these  for?  I 
looked  under  the  bed  again,  my  eyes  straining  to 
focus  on  the  bundle  up  toward  the  headboard.  I 
reached  my  hand  up  and  closed  it  around  soft 
cotton.  I  pulled  it  out  from  its  dark  hiding  place.  My 
hands  began  to  tremble  as  I  unfolded  the  white 
cloth.  As  I  parted  the  last  fold,  the  cloth  exploded 
with  color.  My  breath  sucked  back  inside  me  like  a 
vacuum. 

It  was  a  quilt.  Nine  squares  blocked  off  by  a 
hunter  green  border.  In  the  first  square,  she  had 
appliqued  a  brilliant  nutcracker.  My  dad's  work 
shirt  was  the  perfect  background  for  the  soldier's 
coat.  Pink  satin  from  my  prom  gown  formed  the 
ballet  slippers  in  the  square  next  to  it,  tied  together 
by  a  seaf  oam  green  bow  embroidered  with  the  name 
"Kate"  on  it.  My  eyes  bounced  to  the  bold  black  and 
white  ball  in  the  third  square  with  Molly's  soccer 
number  in  the  center. 

I  ran  my  fingers  over  the  warm  brown  fabric 
from  Mike's  discarded  lawnmowing  pants.  They 
were  now  in  the  shape  of  a  sandcastle.  That  was 
from  the  sandbuilding  contest  Dad  and  I  had  won 
the  summer  we  stayed  at  Uncle  Jim's  beach  bungalow 
in  Maine.  Snapdragons  splashed  across  the  fabric  in 
the  next  square  in  an  array  of  prints  and  pastels.  A 
barge  floated  into  the  next  box,  alive  with  flags  of 
tartan  plaid  or  stripes. 

A  gingham  yellow  sunshine  with  my  name 
embroidered  in  the  middle  was  the  last  picture. 


Next  to  it,  two  blank  white  squares  shouted  for 
attention. 

Is  this  what  she  had  been  doing  all  those 
afternoons  and  nights  in  her  room?  She  could  barely 
hold  her  fork.  How  long  had  it  taken  her  to  pull  the 
needle  through  the  thick  white  cotton? 

Slowly,  I  climbed  onto  the  bed.  Spreading 
the  quilt  over  me,  I  turned  on  my  side  and  drew  my 
knees  up  to  my  chest.  I  pulled  the  quilt  under  my 
chin,  letting  its  softness  warm  my  face.  Then  I  closed 
my  eyes  and  drifted. 

As  the  sun  went  down,  I  pulled  the  quilt 
tighter  around  me  to  keep  out  the  chill  of  the  spring 
breeze.  Or  maybe  it  was  the  chill  of  those  blank 
white  squares  -  of  my  wasted  moments  with  Mom. 


Mall  Rats 

Eve  McClellan 

mall  rat  -  /mol  rat/  (n.)  a  pre-pubescent  human, 
male  or  female,  that  takes  pleasure  in  scurrying 
around  shopping  mall  areas  with  no  purpose 
shrieking  meaningless  words  to  others  of  their 
kind  for  communication. 

Mall  rats,  Mall  rats, 

every  little  place. 
Always  running  around, 

always  in  my  face. 

Mall  rats,  Mall  rats, 

never  shut  their  head. 
They're  always  screaming  something, 

I  wish  they  all  were  dead. 

Mall  rats,  Mall  rats, 

You  know  what  makes  me  laugh? 
Setting  a  big  enough  trap 

to  catch  all  those  damn  Mall  Rats. 
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Seesaw 

Dojna  Corzine 

i'm  failing  from  this  scream  you  won't  find  outside  my  head 
and  the  anger  in  my  eyelids  turning  sideways  twisting  red 
such  a  small  thing  that  you've  taken  when  i  offered  you  it  all 
but  i'm  tangled  up  in  doll's  hair  and  i'm  trying  not  to  fall 
so  i'm  choking  in  this  whirlwind  on  your  hunger  and  your  heat 
and  the  hole  that  rips  my  dress  and  leaves  me  lying  in  the 
street  is  still  wandering  my  daydreams  ever  since  i  let  you  in 
but  the  glitter  in  my  eyesight  makes  me  lose  where  you  begin 


It  was  you... 

Angela  Brooks 

It  was  you. 

I've  seen  you 

haloed  in  pallid  light  your  features  soft  and  dark  unholy 

you  -  with  your  head  of  licorice  whips  and  lies  softly 

crooning  your  now  incarnate  mantra. 

Kiss  me  with  your  white  lips  and  black  words 

and  let  me  stare  into  the  empty  eyes  of  a  wayward  saint 

preaching  nothingness. 

Save  it  for  the  masses. 


Sunset 

Erin  McCauley 

The  sun  creeped  behind  the  rock; 
Huge  spikes  hiding  the  light. 

One  last  flicker  so  bright 
As  we  say  Good  Night. 


Blood  on  55 

Latoya  Graham 

Mangled  crimson  corpse 

streaks  a  pathway  to  an  exit 

Was  it  dark  when  this  happened  or  in  the 

morning? 

Did  they  see  the  animal  in  time  to  stop  or  were 

they  being  heartless? 


A  dance  of... 

Donita  N.  Carlquist 

A  dance  of  bleached  confetti 

falls  to  the  earth 

swallowing  the  world 

in  a  blanket  of  virginity. 

Drowning  the  evil  and  cruelty, 

the  grit  and  grime  of  existence 

in  a  pristine  white. 

Cooling  the  temper  of  ground 

that's  been  heated  by  hatred 

festering  in  the  lack  of  appreciation 

through  the  summer  heat. 

The  cold  incubates  us, 

drawing  family  round  the  hearth, 

souls  huddling  from  the  cold 

rekindling  what's  been  lost  in  the  heat. 

Until  a  single  green  ray  of  hope 

struggles  through, 

and  the  earth  is  reborn. 
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Timing 

Dojna  Corzine 

when  i  slide  over  you  in  the  scope  of  my  eyelids  and  miss 
your  whole  meaning  in  holding  my  mind 
the  lights  in  the  ceiling  are  too  bright  to  deal  with  and 
calling  my  colors  could  leave  you  behind 


A  Single  Gold  Leaf 

Christa  Fabrycki 

A  single  gold  leaf 

from  a  long  and  slim  branch 

inches  away 

a  young  boy  hangs  in  death 

a  breeze  takes  the  petal 

and  picks  it  up  strong 

scared  screeching  woman 

asking,  "How  come?" 

all  is  silent 

in  the  no  response  world 

but  the  leaf  carries  on 

sure  not  to  curl 

The  sunless  shade  stalks 

ready  to  trap 

the  lady  holds  tight 

not  looking  back 

his  pale  legs  suspend 

as  if  aching  to  run 

the  only  life  moving 

a  gold  spec  in  the  sun. 


Prospect  of  an  Eagle 

JoLynn  Holt 

Above  a  tangle  of  wildwood 
I  glimpse  a  soaring  eagle's  grace. 
Rapt  by  the  auspicious  moment 
Rooted,  fixed  in  place. 

His  virile  wings  embrace  the  air 
Symphonic  dance  of  ebb  and  flow 
Yet,  earthbound,  leafless  fingers  reach 
To  beckon  sweet  repose. 

He  abruptly  plummets  downward. 
Secure,  he  slows  without  duress 
And  outstretched,  eager  talons  strain 
To  feel  the  bough  caress. 

This  solitary  sentinel's 
Impartial  gaze  on  good  and  ill 
With  poise  and  peaceful  dignity, 
His  wonder  feeds  me  still. 


Moving,  Changing,  Flowing 

Angela  Brooks 

Moving,  changing,  flowing 

forever  I  want  to  be 

one  in  peace  within  myself 

and  the  divine  trinity. 

Breathing  deep  I  expelled  his  name 

separated  rhythms  flow 

floating  up  above  my  head  like  seeds  they  start  to  grow. 

Saffron  flowers  with  sage  limbs 

blooming  ideas,  grasping  concepts  tight. 

I  feel  the  transcendent  elation  from  meditations  of  the  night. 
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Know  When  to  Walk  Away 

Lynn  Gricus 

With  a  hiss,  the  big  bus  came  to  a  lumbering 
stop.  Murmuring  passengers  started  to  rise  and 
stretch.  In  a  voice  probably  intended  to  be  cheerful 
but  showing  his  weariness,  the  driver  announced, 
"Now  remember,  folks,  departure  is  at  9:00.  I'd  sure 
hate  to  go  off  and  abandon  anyone  or  have  to  send 
out  a  search  party... so  please  be  here  on  time." 

Eleanor  glanced  at  Mary,  raising  her 
eyebrows  and  shaking  her  head.  "C'mon,"  she  said, 
"let's  go.  At  least  we  can  have  a  couple  of  hours 
away  from  our  friendly  driver  and  his  so-called 
anecdotes."  Eleanor,  Mary,  and  thirty-eight  other 
members  of  the  Jonesville  Senior  Citizens  Group 
filed  from  the  bus.  Mary  stopped  and  sniffed.  "You 
can  certainly  smell  the  water,  El  -  and,  oh,  look  at 
that."  The  big  expanse  of  the  gleaming  white  boat 
stood  out  almost  majestically  against  the  backdrop 
of  a  golden  and  pale  pink  sunset.  "Oh  my,"  breathed 
Eleanor,  "it  almost  looks  like  it  should  be  called  the 
v Queen'  something  or  other." 

"I  hope  you  brought  some  mad  money  for 
the  gambling,  Mary."  Eleanor  started  forward  across 
the  little  ramp.  Mary  hung  back,  shifting  nervously 
from  one  foot  to  the  other. 

"El,  I've  never  gambled.  I  was  always  taught 
that  it  was  wrong.  I  mean,  I  don't  really  believe  it's 
wrong  -  but  I  don't  know  how.  What  do  I  do?  I'm 
going  to  look  stupid." 

"Oh,  Mary,  don't  be  silly.  Just  follow  me  and 
watch  for  a  few  minutes,"  laughed  Eleanor.  "You 
don't  have  to  play,  but  I  think  you  might  have  a  good 
time  for  just  a  few  dollars." 

Mary  sighed.  "Okay,  but  remember  -  a  few 
dollars  is  all  I  have." 

Whirr-click-click-click,  slap-crack,  chink- 
chink,  jinga-jing  -  unfamiliar  tinny  sounds 
accompanied  by  laughter  and  loud  voices  greeted 
themasthey  entered  the  boat'ssalon.  The  atmosphere 
was  one  of  excitement  with  an  undercurrent  of 
tension.  Brightly  lit  tables,  garish  colors,  and 
wavering  reflections  of  the  water  on  the  ceiling  all 
created  a  kind  of  festive  unreality. 

Still  hesitant,  Mary  whispered,  "Look,  El, 
over  there  in  the  corner  by  that  table  where  they're 
throwing  the  dice;  that  man  in  the  gray  suit  and  no 
tie  -  he's  what  my  mother  used  to  describe  as  a 
v  slither-kind-of-guy .'  Oh,  dear,  Howard  would  never 
have  approved  of  this  place." 


"Mary,  for  heaven's  sake.  Howard  liked  a 
good  time,  and  I'm  sure  he  would  want  you  to  enjoy 
yourself.  Now  come  on  -  we  paid  our  bus  fare,  we're 
here,  let's  check  it  out."  Eleanor  was  obviously 
trying  to  hide  her  irritation. 

"We'll  try  the  slots  -  that  should  be  the  easiest 
place  to  start.  We'll  get  some  change  at  that  window 
over  there  - 1  think  the  slots  start  at  a  quarter  and  go 
up  to  a  dollar  a  play."  She  grabbed  Mary's  hand  and 
marched  forward  with  determination  to  stand  in 
line  for  change. 

Side  by  side,  both  women  inserted  their  coins 
in  the  slots,  pulled  the  metal  arms,  and  watched 
anxiously  as  the  pictures  clanged  to  a  stop.  Suddenly 
Mary  squealed,  "El,  El,  they  match  -  I've  won!  I've 
won  $150  in  quarters!  Oh  my,  this  is  fun!  I'm  going 
to  try  this  again."  She  gathered  her  winnings  and 
started  to  play  the  same  machine.  Smiling,  Eleanor 
gently  tugged  at  Mary's  sleeve.  "Hey,  don't  press 
your  luck  here.  We'll  get  a  drink  and  try  a  different 
game." 

They  settled  in  at  the  blackjack  table.  Mary 
sipped  her  margarita,  licking  the  crunchy  salt  from 
her  lips.  Other  members  of  their  group  were  just 
leaving  the  table. 

"Hope  you  have  better  luck  than  we  did," 
groaned  Julie,  hanging  onto  husband  Gordon's  arm. 

Mary  watched  them  walk  away.  "How 
fortunate  Julie  is,"  she  said,  "that  Gordon  is  still  with 
her.  If  Howard  were  here,  he'd  handle  everything 
for  me.  I  mean,  he  probably  wouldn't  let  me  gamble...I 
would  just  be  by  his  side." 

Eleanor's  eyes  misted  slightly.  "Howard's 
been  gone  a  long  time,  Mary.  You'll  do  just  fine  on 
your  own." 

The  second  time  Mary  won  at  blackjack,  her 
voice  rose  half  an  octave  as  she  said,  to  no  one  in 
particular,  "Drinks  are  on  me!"  Aside  to  Eleanor  she 
asked,  "Isn't  that  what  you  say  when  you  win?"  She 
giggled,  whirled,  walked  quickly  to  the  bar,  and  put 
down  a  $20  bill.  Eleanor  just  as  quickly  snatched  it 
back. 

"Mary,  you're  getting  carried  away.  One  or 
two  wins..." 

"Three,"  smirked  Mary. 

"Okay,  three,"  said  Eleanor,  "but  a  few  wins 
doesn't  make  you  Mrs.  Gotrocks.  Perhaps  we'd 
better  just  sit  for  a  while." 

"But  El,  don't  you  see?  This  is  my  lucky  day! 
The  stars  are  blessing  me  or  something.  I've  got  to 
keep  going  while  the  spell  is  still  on.  Let's  try  that 
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thing  with  the  wheel  and  the  little  balls;  that  is,  as 
soon  as  we  get  another  drink." 

Eleanor  watched  Mary  walk  somewhat 
unsteadily  away.  She  looked  around,  trying  to  spot 
some  of  the  others  from  their  group.  Julie  and  Gordon 
were  occupied  at  the  slots.  Norm  and  Karen  were  at 
the  craps  table  trying  to  breathe  luck  into  the  dice. 
No  one  appeared  to  be  ready  to  just  sit  and  chat. 
Feeling  rather  uneasy,  she  watched  Mary  make  her 
way  to  the  roulette  table.  She  saw  Mary's  winnings 
go  on  the  table  -  saw  Mary  lose.  More  money 
followed,  this  time  from  shaky  fingers  -  another  loss. 

Mary  motioned  to  her,  beckoning.  "Please," 
she  said  as  Eleanor  approached,  "please,  I  need  you 
beside  me.  You're  my  good  fortune,  my  lucky 
charm." 

"Mary,"  Eleanor  began,  "that's  nonsense. 
Don't  you  think  perhaps  you'd  better  quit  for  a 
while?" 

But  Mary  wasn't  listening.  Her  eyes  shining, 
she  placed  yet  another  bet.  "I'll  put  410  on  red 
seven."  Whirrr-click-click-click.  "The  winner  is  black 
fourteen,"  called  the  dealer. 

Mary  slowly  shuffled  toward  the  couch  and 
sat  down  heavily.  "I  guess  I  went  a  little  crazy,"  she 
said.  "I  used  all  of  the  money  I  won  and  all  that  I 
brought  with  me  besides.  Uh,  El,  I  don't  suppose 
you  cold  lend  me  just  a  couple  of  dollars?  I  think  if 
I  play  the  slots  one  more  time,  I'll  get  it  all  back." 

"No,  Mary.  It'll  soon  be  time  to  go.  Let's  get 
some  coffee  and  relax  for  a  few  minutes  -  kind  of 
enjoy  the  atmosphere  and  watch  the  others." 

Mary  sipped  her  coffee,  noticing  a  slightly 
pleasant  residue  of  salt  on  her  tongue.  "Well,"  she 
said,  a  bit  too  brightly,  "it  was  fun.  Most  of  the  games 
are  easier  than  I  thought  they'd  be.  And  I  did  it,  El. 
I  did  it  all  on  my  own,  didn't  I?  With  a  little  help  from 
you,  that  is.  I  don't  suppose  it  would  do  to  have  one 
more  little  drink  -  no,  I  guess  not.  I  must  learn  to 
make  those  margaritas,  though.  They'd  be  nice  to 
serve  for  company." 

"Stop  chattering,  Mary,"  said  Eleanor.  "It's 
time  to  go  anyway.  Let's  find  the  bus,  and  maybe  we 
can  grab  a  nap  on  the  way  back." 

Eleanor,  true  to  her  word,  was  soon  dozing, 
the  rocking  motion  of  the  bus  lulling  her  to  sleep. 
Mary  sat  rigidly,  wide-eyed,  clutching  her  purse 
and  thinking.  After  a  while,  she  got  up  and  went 
down  the  aisle  to  Norm,  their  group  leader.  "Well, 
Mary,  did  you  have  a  good  time?"  He  asked.  "As  I 
recall,  you  weren't  too  enthused  about  this  particular 


trip." 

Mary  grinned  shyly,  a  faint  glint  of  something 
new  in  her  eyes.  "As  a  matter  of  fact,  Norm,  I  was 
going  to  compliment  you  on  your  choice  for  today's 
trip.  I  noticed  that  everyone  seemed  to  have  fun,  and 
if  the  majority  wants  this  kind  of  thing,  I  can  certainly 
admit  that  I  might  have  been  wrong." 

"Good,"  Norm  said.  "I  appreciate  your 
comments."  He  yawned. 

"Was  there  anything  else,  Mary?" 

In  an  effort  to  sound  casual,  Mary  said,  "Oh, 
I  guess  not.  You  go  ahead  and  nap  if  you  like."  She 
turned  and  started  to  leave.  "Incidentally,  Norm, 
how  soon  do  you  think  we  might  come  back  here 
again?" 

Chuckling,  he  laid  his  head  against  the  back 
of  the  seat.  "Soon,  Mary,  soon  if  that's  the  wish  of  the 
rest  of  the  group." 

Mary  returned  to  her  seat,  smiling 
contentedly.  "Well,  Howard,"  she  thought, 
"there's  life  in  the  old  girl  yet." 


Secondary 

Dojna  Corzine 

still  reeling  four  days  after  this 

with  blood  rushing  so  fast  it  turns  my  hair  red 

i  can't  focus  through  this  fog  around  me 

can't  blink  from  the  known  shapes  still  falling  at  me 

THIS  ISN'T  WHAT  I  WISHED  ON  STARS  FOR 

you're  like  an  icicle  lodged  in  my  brain 
with  eyes  i've  drawn  a  thousand  times  over 
windbell  chimes  and  broken  frames 
she's  in  the  picture  all  the  same 
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Locked  Doors  and  Lithium 

Mary  Frances  Lund 

"NO  SHOELACES!"  he  barked, 

jerking  them  from  scuffed  Nikes, 

"or  belts  or  curling  irons  or  stuffed  animals!" 

Salt  streaks  blended  with 

pink  cheek  blush 

betrayed  defiant  eyes, 

her  woman's  body  clutching 

her  little  girl's  teddy  bear, 

the  pile  of  contraband 

increasing  as  he  pawed 

through  her  personhood, 

all  the  while  droning 

about  self-defeating  behaviors 

and  acting  out 

and  unit  rules 

and  MMPIs  and  Rorschach  inkblots  and  TATs, 

while  beside  him  sat  a  scarecrow 

in  a  bright  orange  jumpsuit 

with  no  sleeves 

and  somewhere 

a  voice  cried 

"Dr.  Strong!  Dr.Strong!" 


Do  You? 

Eve  McClellan 

Sometimes  I  wonder  if  you  love  me 
As  much  as  I  love  you 

If  so,  why  don't  you  show  it? 
The  way  I  try  to  show  you. 

If  I  don't  make  you  happy 
Please  tell  me  and  I'll  go 

I  love  you  so  much 
I'd  leave  you 

I  just  want  you 
to  know. 


Friend? 

Erin  McCauley 

Friends  are  the  blessed 
gift  from  God 

that  can  turn  into 
a  curse  from  hell. 


Tar 

Dojna  Corzine 

He  never  looked  back  when  I  walked 
away  backwards.  The  car  drove  off  and  we  were 
all  left  standing  there,  all  of  us  daring  one  another 
not  to  hold  in  our  loneliness  until  we  were  lost 
alone  in  our  own  corners.  And  one  by  one 
everyone  left,  until  just  the  two  of  us  stood  there.  I 
looked  at  his  eyes  changing  colors,  and  he  grew 
two  feet  taller,  and  I  shrank  two  and  backed  away 
with  widened  kewpie  eyes.  He  never  noticed  my 
smaller  stature,  never  guessed  there  was  a  spark 
that  didn't  start  with  him.  I  got  smaller  with  each 
step  until  he  wouldn't  have  seen  me  anyway. 
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"Death  is  not..." 

Scott  Azman 


"Death  is  not  the  answer,  though  some  things  are  worth  dying  for." 


Do  You  Know  me? 

Alfyson  Newman 

Do  you  know  who  I  am? 

I  have  met  you  over  and  over  again, 

I  have  presented  myself  to  you  in  every  way, 

And  I  still  don't  think  you  know  me. 

Do  you  know  who  I  am? 
We  have  shared  each  other's  fantasies, 
We  have  shared  each  other's  souls, 
But  do  you  even  know  my  name? 

Do  you  know  who  I  am? 
If  I  am  a  friend,  why  am  I  just  an  acquaintance? 
If  I  am  an  enemy,  why  am  I  still  admired? 
Do  you  know  why  I  am  here? 

Do  you  know  who  I  am? 
Is  it  my  spirit  you  are  scared  of? 
Or  is  it  my  ghost  that  haunts  you? 
Are  you  even  trying  to  know  me? 

Do  you  know  who  I  am? 

Do  you  know  that  you  are  thought  of? 

But  do  you  think  of  me? 

Do  you  know  who  I  am? 


Self  Confidence 

John  M.  Bloome 

There  she  is 
Here  I  am 
innocent  glances 
There  she  goes 
Here  I  am 
Alone 


Moving,  Changing,  Flowing 

Angela  Brooks 

Moving,  changing,  flowing 

forever  I  want  to  be 

one  in  peace  within  myself 

and  the  divine  trinity. 

Breathing  deep  I  expelled  his  name 

separated  rhythms  flow 

floating  up  above  my  head  like  seeds 

they  start  to  grow. 
Saffron  flowers  with  sage  limbs 
blooming  ideas,  grasping  concepts  tight. 
I  feel  the  transcendent  elation  from 
meditations  of  the  night. 
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Halfway... 

Lorraine  Johnson 

Halfway  through  the  night, 

almost  into  morning, 

we  took  the  first  flight  out 

to  a  surreal  land. 

I  was  squirming, 

when  my  first  signs  decided  to  appear, 

when  you  had  almost  disappeared, 

until  I  re-entered  our  plastic  fantasyland. 

I  sighed  with  relief, 

as  you  came  back  into  sight... 

the  entire  trip  I  was  at  sea, 

at  sea  with  my  deep  feeling  of  comfort, 

as  you  sailed  into  high  waters, 

without  even  a  paddle 

I  thought  I  could  communicate, 

I  thought  you  and  I  were  at  a  similar  peak, 

but  as  I  assumed  this, 

you  must  have  suffered  dynamic  inner  turmoil; 

confused  on  your  decisions, 

you  decided  against  a  future, 

a  future  that  would  hold 

a  million  blossoming  flowers, 

1 0  million  deep  green  fields 

an  eternal  shower  of  joy 

that  you  could  not  enjoy, 

you  could  not  appreciate  the  beauty, 

the  wonder  of  it  all. 


Mistress 

Dawn  Benoit 

In  the  darkness  she  waits  for  him 
She  caters  to  his  whims. 
Will  he  show  up  tonight? 
Or  is  he  with  his  wife? 

She  greets  him  with  a  smile. 
They  hold  tight  in  embrace. 
He  can  only  stay  a  while. 
They  make  love  with  great  haste. 

He  promises  they  will  be  together 
When  the  time  is  right. 
He  then  kisses  her. 
Departing  into  the  night. 

In  her  heart  she  knows. 
She  should  just  let  him  go. 
In  the  darkness  she  cries. 
Her  soul  tortured  by  his  lies. 


Coffee  My  Dear? 

John  M.  Bloome 

Your  perfume  made  me  sneeze  and  your  jokes  weren't  funny 

I  only  loved  you  for  your  money 

You  laughed  like  a  horse  and  ate  like  a  pig 

Your  chest  was  too  small  and  your  butt  was  too  big 

My  backyard  is  a  good  place  for  a  corpse 
I  poisoned  your  coffee  without  remorse 
The  noise  you  made  dying  was  a  lovely  sound 
Now  you'll  look  much  prettier  underground 


Tout  est  relatif... 

Angela  Brooks 

tout  est  relatif. 

Einstein  in  French  would  say 

you  worship  him  and  some  guy  named  Bob 

in  blasphemous  intellectuality 

with  your  cigarette  drags  between  coffee  sips 

masochism  and  chains  and  whips 

computer  chips  and  thrift  store  clothes 

pretty  maids  in  black  satin  robes 

razor  cuts  and  guitar  strings 

Christ  is  Dead!  your  black  lips  sing 

you're  just  a  saint[an]  preaching  nothing 
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Tristram 

Dojna  Corzine 

Like  a  vulture  sitting  patiently  in  wait 

stringing  daisy  chains  against  her  glare 

that  goes  straight  to  my  heart  to  think 

I  wanted  her  friendship 

once 

To  think  I  never  knew  -  now  I 

wait  with  knowledge  waiting,  looking 

away  and  waiting;  I  drag  bravery 

up  to  drown  out  my  racing  mind 

and  wait. 


Basketball  Zoo 

JoLynn  Holt 

Right  before  my  very  eyes 

Our  team  turns  into  zoo  surprise. 

First  comes  Phillip,  short  and  stout 
He's  a  bear  cub,  ain't  no  doubt. 

Then  there's  Eric,  over  there, 
He  must  be  a  grizzly  bear. 


Mr.  Hyde 

Erin  McCauley 

Every 

one 

has  a 

hyde 

side. 

A 

side 

that 

holds 

their 

deepe 

-st, 

darke 

-st, 

desir 

-  e  s  . 

The 

puris 

t     of 

the 

pure 

have 

the 

worst 


ROLLING  THUNDER!  There  he  goes, 
Tim's  a  water  buffalo. 


Steve  displays  his  penguin  waddle 
Can't  quite  get  it  to  full  throttle. 

Ray's  the  stallion  on  the  team, 
Prancing,  strutting,  thinks  he's  keen. 

Basketball's  a  fine  creation, 
If  you  have  imagination. 


Slip 

Angela  Brooks 

Words  sliding  on  ice  flowing  faster  than  a  river 
conversation  pours  from  your  lips  to  mine. 
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The  Spectral  Room 

Keleigh  Biggins 

A  FADED,  ANTEDILUVIAN  CHAMBER 

WITH  RICKETY  WALLPAPER;  THE  LAIR 

OF  UNDERWORLD  MINIONS,  THEIR  AVATAR 

THE  OBJECT  OF  CHATTERING  HOUSEWIVES'  DELIGHT. 

PADDING  AROUND  IN  SLIPPERS,  A  DODDERER 

SUFFERS  FROM  ALZHEIMER'S.  AND  THEY, 

PERCHED  UPON  THE  SHOULDER  OF  HIS 

HOUSECOAT,  EMIT  PUTRID  REMAINS 

INTO  HIS  EAR,  OF  ME,  THE  SINCE 
DIGESTED  PREY  THEY  FEASTED  ON. 
THE  SERPENTS  COILS  TWIST  FURTHER 
AROUND  MY  PALE,  SKELETON-LIKE  DIGITS. 
TIGHTER  AND  TIGHTER, 
I  AM  THRUST  BACK 
INTO  A  FRESH-CLEANED  FRAGRANT  SUNNY  SETTING  FULL  OF  WARMTH. 
WE,  THE  ONLY  TWO  LEFT,  ARE  STILL  THOUGHTLESSLY  PLAYING. 
WE  ARE  CAUGHT  AND  TWISTED  UP  IN  THE  INTRICACIES  OF  THE  ACT. 
OUR  VOICES  ARE  LOW,  WANDERING  THROUGH  STAR-LIT  PLACES- 
JOLTED  BACK  BY  BURNING  HANDS 
I  AM  FORCED  INTO  THE  DOMAIN  OF  HADES. 
COLD  PLASTIC  BLINKS  AWAY 
AS  THE  CONSTRICTING  REPTILE 
UNWINDS  HIS  FOUL-SCALED  SLIMY  SELF; 
HIS  WORK  IS  FINISHED 
LEAVING  WHITENED  HUSKS 
WHERE  YOUTH  AND  VITALITY 
ONCE  THRIVED.  PULLING  THE  SHAWL 
AROUND  WITHERED  SHOULDERS, 
I  LEAVE  THE  ROOM,  ITS 
PAST  FORGOTTEN. 


Bay  Window 

John  M.  Bloome 

The  ideal  place 

to  spy  on  your  neighbors 

the  beautiful  house 

sticks  out  its  hand 

catching  the  rain 

I'm  encased 

constant  orgasm 

let  the  neighbors 

spy  on  us 


Come  between 

Dojna  Corzine 

pulling  it  off  with  the  luck  of  an  angel 
never  to  look  back  at  the  tin  cans  of 
emptiness  that  clatter  behind  my  ankles 
my  subconscious  blames  me  but  who  starts 
the  dreams?  so  again  i  rise  up  and 
hold  my  head  high  to  keep  my  eyes  from 
skipping  backwards  and  i  sing  to  cover 
the  clang  of  metal  to  cover  the  hurt 
ringing  in  my  ears  all  over  again 
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Thing  Under  the  Bed 

JoLynn  Holt 

I  have  a  thing  beneath  my  bed 
At  night  it  fills  my  soul  with  dread. 

I  fear  he'll  raise  his  beastly  head 
And'fore  the  morning  I'll  be  dead. 

I  flick  the  light  and  now  instead, 
To  my  relief  the  thing  has  fled! 


Carnation 

Dojna  Corzine 

kissing  image  in  my  eyes 
i'm  soon  so  vivid,  soon  less  blind 
i  lost  my  mind  for  a  single  charm 
i  found  my  soul  when  you  bit  down 


Snow  Day 

JoLynn  Holt 

My  crystal  scene 
Enhanced  by  morning  ray 
Sparkles  of  divine. 
A  vision;  splendor! 


Writers... 

Dawn  Benoit 

Writers  waste  paper 
In  an  effort  to  create 
Masterpiece  fiction 


Dazed 

Tony  Loveland 

My  eyes  have  been  covered 

but  my  mind  has  seen  it  all  - 

The  blood  stains  on  the  carpet 

the  writing  on  the  wall. 

Visions  of  delusion 

flowing  on  the  waves  of  a  dream. 

Always  reoccurring 

What  does  this  really  mean. 

Faces  so  familiar 

Sensitive  to  the  touch. 

They  tell  you  so  little 

but  also  tell  you  so  much. 

Rumors  of  false  dreams 

an  endless  road  of  lies. 

I'm  no  longer  Innocent 

from  a  world  that  I  despise. 
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Vanilla  Cookies 

Keleigh  Biggins 

My  mom  wakes  me  up.  It's  a  somewhat  cold 
spring  morning  in  Minnesota.  She  tells  me  to  make 
a  grocery  list  and  run  some  of  her  laundry  while  she 
is  at  work. 

As  I  wander  around  our  small,  empty  home, 
I  wonder  if  things  would  have  been  different  had 
she  and  my  father  decided  to  stay  married  nine 
years  ago.  The  other  kids,  my  two  sisters  and  three 
brothers,  are  already  at  work  today.  Colleen  and 
Kate  were  lucky  enough  to  get  jobs  at  the  local  bank, 
and  Eddie  and  Bill  were  hired  by  a  small  building 
company.  Jimmy,  though,  only  has  a  couple  of  part- 
time  jobs  doing  errands  for  various  local  businesses. 

Pretty  soon  I  will  have  to  look  for  a  job.  Right 
now,  however,  I  am  trying  to  keep  our  grocery  list 
reasonably  small.  I  wonder  what  else  I  would  be 
writing  down  if  my  dad  still  lived  with  us.  He  likes 
coffee  and  vanilla  cookies,  and  I  suppose  I  would  be 
doing  his  laundry  if  he  still  lived  with  us. 

But  that's  not  what  happened.  I  was  seven 
years  old,  just  starting  third  grade.  I  loved  my  new 
teacher,  and  I  was  making  a  lot  of  friends.  Christmas 
was  coming,  too,  and  I  was  promised  a  real  bicycle. 
My  dad  said  he  would  teach  me  to  ride  it.  But  one 
day,  my  mom  told  us  kids  that  she  and  Papa  were 
splitting  up. 

That's  what  we  called  my  father  -  Papa.  He 
had  insisted  upon  it  when  Colleen  was  a  girl.  Even 
my  mother  called  him  Papa  until  they  broke  up.  She 
had  decided  that  he  was  too  much  of  a  lunatic  to  live 
with  anymore.  I  admit  that  he  had  strict  expectations 
even  when  we  were  all  little,  and  he  had  even 
harsher  penalties  when  we  screwed  something  up. 

Like  the  time  I  was  three,  and  I  got  a  new  pair 
of  shoes.  They  were  cobalt  blue  with  little  colored 
stars,  and  they  made  noise  no  matter  how  hard  I 
tried  to  walk  quietly.  My  dad  had  a  headache  that 
day,  and  he  was  lying  on  our  embroidered  living 
room  couch.  When  I  walked  across  our  hardwood 
floor,  my  dad  thought  I  was  deliberately  making 
noise. 

He  made  me  walk  back  and  forth  through 
the  room,  spanking  me  after  each  trip,  insisting  that 
I  was  being  loud  on  purpose.  Tears  were  pouring 
down  my  face,  and  I  screamed  that  it  wasn't  my  fault 
that  my  shoes  made  noise.  He  wouldn't  listen.  Finally, 
after  what  seemed  like  hours,  my  mother  came 
home.  She  was  furious,  and  she  told  my  father  to 


stop  being  such  a  jerk.  I  will  never  forget  that  my 
father  did  that  to  me.  But  my  dad  wasn't  always  so 
unreasonable.  Once  he  had  been  a  kind,  loving 
father.  He  was  young,  married  about  ten  years,  and 
doing  well.  He  and  his  twin  brother,  my  Uncle  Bill, 
were  in  the  gas  station  business.  They  owned  a  few, 
and  they  were  making  a  literal  fortune.  My  dad  had 
just  bought  a  new  convertible  car,  and  my  mom 
owned  a  brand  new  green  Grand  Prix.  My  brothers 
and  sisters  had  every  toy  imaginable,  and  my  father 
was  on  the  way  to  becoming  a  millionaire.  Then  they 
turned  the  gas  off. 

No  one  will  ever  talk  about  it,  so  I  don't 
know  exactly  what  happened,  but  overnight  my 
father  was  ruined.  My  mom  was  forced  to  sell  her 
car,  and  though  she  tried  to  help  my  dad,  at  thirty- 
five  he  was  a  tired,  broken,  old  man.  He  became 
violent,  if  not  exactly  abusive,  and  my  mother  finally 
divorced  him. 

I  know  that  she  still  loves  him,  though, 
because  she  keeps  a  faded,  sun  worn  picture  of  him 
in  her  top  drawer  next  to  her  socks.  After  I  finish 
putting  the  rest  of  her  clothes  away,  I  go  back  into  the 
kitchen  to  complete  the  grocery  list.  I  look  at  the  last 
item  on  the  list  -  vanilla  cookies  -  and  I  hope  my  mom 
doesn't  mind  too  much.  I  notice  in  a  mirror  that  my 
eyes  are  just  like  my  father's.  They  are  pale  blue,  the 
same  as  in  my  mother's  picture  of  him.  They  are  also 
sad  and  full  of  regret. 


A  Religious  Thought 

Erica  Veguilla 

When  I  take  that  mortal  plunge 

Into  the  ocean  of  serenity 

I'll  remember  those  loved  me 

On  the  green,  fertile  land  of  life 

And  swim  through  the  clear  blue 

Until  I'm  clean  and  new 

Then  fly  to  the  garden  of  eternity. 
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Decrescendo 

Angela  Brooks 

half-empty  and  fading 
dying  away  slowly 

a  lingering  annoyance 
(like  myself) 


A  Comforting  Concerto 

Erica  Veguilla 

Magnificent  melody  and  staccato 

Of  Mozart's  piano  concerto 

Please  drain  out  the  noise 

And  wash  away  the  shocking  words 

As  the  screams  of  hysteria 

Make  my  weakened  heart  skip 

Beats  of  this  silly  life. 

The  loud  fire  of  arguments  dominate 

While  the  piano's  solo  ends 

To  combine  sweet  lifts  of  flutes 

And  other  orchestral  elements. 

With  the  piercing  dynamics 

And  the  ailing  voices  of  anxiety 

I'll  throw  on  a  dress  of  strength 

To  cope  with  the  crying  lesson. 

But  I  hear  the  lightness  of  violins 

Now  there  is  a  moment  of  peace 

The  darkened  confusion  has  ceased. 

I'm  enlightened  by  serene  rhythms 

And  now  I  can  compose  myself 

Like  a  classical  artist 

And  create  beautiful  melodies 

In  a  silly  life  I  hold  dear. 


Cinderella 

Dcjna  Conine 

Locked  in  a  box  of  electronic  screaming 

with  the  white  ground  a  nightmare 

that  holds  me  in  sleep 

The  brainwashed  doll  with  the 

face  of  my  mother  sits  dreaming 

excuses  for  bringing  me  here 

Little  brother  doll  loses  consciousness 

to  video  games  -  Just  Another 

Howling  Television  in  a  House  Built 

on  Noise  -  and  distancing  drunken 

in  the  living  room  someone  disguises 

his  tyranny  with  promises  of  prosperity 

111  still  be  trapped  here  in  the 

intestines  of  winter  praying  for 

a  sunbeam  to  thaw  the 

air  enough  to  let  me  walk 

in  quiet  streets... 

...just  once 


Eterne 

Angela  Brooks 

As  if  on  drugs  ponder  eternity 
one's  god-like  divinity, 
true  power, 
superiority 
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Legacy 

Mary  Frances  Lund 

He  was  the  younger  sibling, 

the  bellowing,  brash  ne'er-do-well, 

the  boozing  high  school  dropout 

who  had  been  bailed  out, 

maintained, 

and  ultimately  motivated 

by  his  more  prosperous  brother. 

He  entered  his  brother's  home 

like  one  of  the  Magi, 

proudly  bearing  great  gifts 

and  wishes  of  the  season  - 

a  fragrant  Scotch  pine 

to  supplant  the  fake  Charlie  Brown  tree, 

dollars  won  in  a  football  pool 

("for  a  few  extra  presents,"  he  whispered), 

a  plump  Butterball  and  heavy  brown  sacks 

groaning  with  trimmings 

for  a  holiday  feast. 

He  settled  comfortably 

into  the  seldom-used  chair 

where  the  faint,  familiar  scent  still  lingered, 

a  benevolent  Prince 
holding  court  over 
the  impoverished  realm 
of  the  departed  King. 


Hold  Me  Anyway 

Jennifer  A.  Warner 

I've  got  a  hundred  reasons  packed  in  a  bottle 
Filled  with  thoughts  of  why  I  should  end  it  all  now 
And  there  is  only  one  reason  keeping  me  alive 
And  then  I  have  hope  that  you  won't  let  me  die 
I  can't  handle  being  without  you,  but  with  you 
I'm  still  alone 

I  can't  keep  on  living  always  looking  back 
I  can't  say  I  love  you  only  to  lose  you  anyway 
I've  never  stopped  caring  just  hanging  on 
We  can't  keep  pretending 
It  only  makes  things 
Worse,  but  hold  me  anyway. 


Wanderers 

David  Weese 

First  of  December 
First  snow  too 
...only  stuck  on  the  grass 

Night  falls 
Temp  drops 

Wind  picks  up 

Panes  rattle  furiously 

Climbing  down  into  a  cold  bed 
I  get  that  old  chill 

And  remember 


That  chill 

meant  I  was  warming 

The  violent  shivering  was  over 

'Ticked  a  good  spot  tonight 
no  wind 

Might  be  three  - 

maybe  four  days 

till  someone  figures  out 

I've  been  sleeping  here" 

Oh  people... 

Our  children  wander  the  streets 

Wind  kicks  up 
Temp  drops 
Where  do  they  go? 
Where  do  they  go? 
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Fairy  Dust  and  Butterfly  Wings 

Sandra  R.  Rivett 

Susan  had  just  returned  home  on  a  dreary 
January  afternoon.  She  just  spent  the  last  two  hours 
with  her  private  yoga  teacher,  Hanja,  and  was  feeling 
very  alive  and  brilliant.  Yoga  always  heightened  her 
sensitivity  and  made  her  keenly  aware  of  her 
connection  to  the  earth's  energy.  As  she  pulled  into 
the  driveway  of  the  old  Tudor  brick  bungalow  she 
was  sharing  with  John,  she  drifted  back  over  the  last 
few  years  to  all  the  dramatic  events  that  had  gone  on 
in  her  life.  Never  in  her  wildest  imagination  could 
she  have  anticipated  all  the  changes  that  had 
occurred.  Just  when  she  was  so  certain  she  had  her 
life  planned  out  to  the  very  last  and  finest  detail,  it 
had  all  blown  up  in  her  face. 

Entering  the  back  hall,  she  could  hear  the 
sound  of  soft  contemporary  piano  music  drifting 
from  the  CD  player  in  the  living  room.  The  smell  of 
cedar  incense  burning  from  a  holder  in  the  kitchen 
window  made  her  nostrils  tingle,  and  she  stopped  to 
enjoy  the  fragrance  and  inhaled  the  aroma  deeply 
into  her  lungs.  Snuff,  her  miniature  schnauzer, 
greeted  her  with  all  his  exuberance,  and  she  bent 
down  and  scooped  him  into  her  arms  for  a  hug.  John 
must  be  working  at  home  this  afternoon.  He 
maintained  an  office  upstairs  and  worked  there 
quite  frequently.  She  wouldn't  go  up  and  say  hello 
just  now.  She  didn't  want  to  interrupt  him.  Instead 
she  would  make  herself  a  cup  of  fresh  ground  coffee 
that  John  had  brought  back  from  one  of  his  recent 
trips  to  the  city.  He  knew  she  liked  flavored  coffee 
and  tea,  so  he  pampered  her  regularly  with  little 
gifts  that  he  knew  she  enjoyed.  Maybe  this  afternoon 
she  would  make  hazelnut  -  that  sounded  appealing 
to  the  palate.  Then  she  thought  she  would  enjoy  an 
afternoon  of  solitude  and  serenity  and  put  some 
thoughts  on  paper  regarding  how  her  life  was  going 
these  days.  She  always  felt  so  open  after  yoga,  as  if 
past,  present,  and  future  were  all  blended  into  one. 
She  lit  some  candles,  adjusting  the  lighting  to  reflect 
her  mood  and  also  to  blend  with  the  music  and 
incense,  and  began  to  write.  She  noticed  she  was 
feeling  melancholy  and  also  that  another  period  of 
her  life  was  about  to  end  or  begin;  she  wasn't  sure 
which.  Someone  had  told  her  or  she  had  read 
somewhere,  she  wasn't  real  sure  which,  that  life 
cycled  every  seven  years  according  to  some 
astrological  findings,  and  it  would  be  seven  years  in 
July  of  this  year  that  she  had  gotten  a  divorce  after 


twenty-three  years  of  marriage.  She  snuggled  down 
into  the  cushion  of  the  old  cane  chair  she  was  sitting 
in  as  she  began  to  sort  backwards  through  the  ashes 
of  the  past  seven  years. 

"The  losses  have  been  many.  Oh,  so  very 
many,"  she  thought  as  she  stared  at  the  candle  flame 
flickering  in  the  glass  top  table  where  she  was  writing. 
"A  part  of  me  has  died.  Sometimes  I  don't  know  who 
I  am  anymore.  It  is  almost  like  living  in  another 
lifetime  or  maybe  another  dimension  where  the 
rules  are  played  differently.  Who  would  have  ever 
guessed  getting  a  divorce  would  cause  this  kind  of 
devastation  to  one's  soul."  She  had  known  other 
people  to  get  divorced,  and  they  didn't  seem  to 
experience  the  same  depth  of  loss. 

Susan  searched  hard,  trying  to  remember 
what  her  life  had  been  like  before.  It  seemed  to  her 
there  had  been  some  sort  of  almost  alchemical  process 
going  on.  She  seemed  to  have  been  changing  from 
the  inside  out,  sometimes  she  thought  maybe  all  the 
way  down  to  her  cellular  structure.  Her  mind  didn't 
seem  to  think  the  same  thoughts  as  before.  She 
didn't  react  like  she  used  to  to  events  in  her  life.  Her 
value  system  had  changed  radically,  and  things  that 
used  to  be  acceptable  to  her  absolutely  couldn't  be 
tolerated  anymore.  The  career  she  had  worked  years 
to  develop  and  become  proficient  at  had  lost  all 
significance.  She  had  climbed  to  the  top  only  to 
discover  the  ladder  standing  against  the  wrong  wall 
and  had  walked  away.  In  fact,  she  wasn't  producing 
any  income  now  at  all.  She  had  come  to  describe  her 
career  as  deals  and  dollars,  or  sometimes  she  referred 
to  it  as  doing  tricks,  and  she  wasn't  interested 
anymore  even  though  her  income  had  been  at  one 
time  a  major  accomplishment  to  her.  She  had  gotten 
rid  of  all  her  business  cards  and  when  wanyone 
asked  her  what  she  did,  her  reply  was  always  the 
same,  "I'm  not  doing  anything  -  I'm  just  being."  It 
seemed  a  strange  reply,  but  somehow  she  was  real 
tired  of  proving  herself.  She  didn't  have  anything 
else  to  prove  to  anyone,  not  even  to  herself. 

Her  children  had  left  home  in  these  last 
seven  years,  and  they  were  both  doing  well.  She 
talked  with  them  by  telephone  often  and  when  she 
let  herself  admit  it,  she  was  more  of  a  mother  to  them 
now  than  she  had  even  been  when  they  were 
younger.  She  had  always  been  so  busy  being  the 
perfect  career  woman,  the  perfect  executive's  wife, 
the  perfect  homemaker,  neighbor,  volunteer, 
committee  chairperson,  and  whatever  else  anyone 
needed  her  to  be.  There  wasn't  a  whole  lot  of  time  to 
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be  a  very  attentive  mother.  Oh  yes,  there  had  always 
been  housekeepers,  sitters,  sisters,  grandparents, 
and  anyone  else  who  might  come  along  to  fill  the 
surrogate  mother  role,  but  the  real  truth  was  she 
hadn't  been  there  for  her  children.  They  had  every 
financial  advantage  one  could  conceive  of,  but  today 
she  wasn't  much  into  believing  materialism  was  a 
very  good  substitute  for  parenthood.  She  had  talked 
to  the  children  regarding  this  and  made  amends  to 
them  the  best  she  could. 

Her  life  had  been  tremendously  stressful; 
she  could  remember  that  much.  The  words  "serenity" 
or  "peace"  would  never  have  been  in  her  vocabulary. 
She  was  always  trying  to  please  someone,  and  it  was 
always  someone  besides  herself.  What  she  was 
beginning  to  realize  today  was  that  she  wasn't  even 
aware  that  she  had  a  self.  She  had  always  given  it 
away  to  careers,  people,  and  things,  trying  to  fill  a 
void  that  had  been  in  her  life  for  a  long  time.  She  was 
learning  it  was  an  emptiness  created  by  her  lack  of 
acknowledgment  of  the  spiritual  dimension  in  her 
life.  If  her  five  senses  couldn't  get  in  touch  with  it,  as 
far  as  she  was  concerned  it  didn't  exist.  Now  this 
part  of  her  life  was  emerging  from  deep  within  her 
being  and  demanding  that  she  take  notice. 

Her  home  that  had  been  such  a  major  part  of 
her  identity  was  a  loss  she  promised  herself  by  hook 
or  by  crook  she  would  replace.  It  had  been  a  massive, 
traditional  two-story  complete  with  manicured 
grounds,  kidney-shaped  pool  with  all  the  trimmings, 
and  the  absolute  latest  in  furnishings  and  draperies. 
Today,  though,  she  was  realizing  it  too  came  with  its 
trappings.  It  was  rather  nice  not  owning  anything, 
and  she  was  finding  she  didn't  need  all  that  stuff. 
Susan  didn't  even  like  to  entertain  anymore  except 
an  occasional  gathering  for  some  close  intimate 
friends  she  and  John  shared  from  the  support  group 
they  both  attended.  The  feeling  she  was  getting  in 
touch  with  here  was  freedom  -  freedom  from  all  the 
obligations  that  had  come  with  the  life  she  and  Brian 
had  created.  They  had  called  it  success.  Now  that 
she  was  learning  to  recognize  what  serenity  and 
simplicity  offered  her,  maybe  she  didn't  even  want 
to  replace  that  palatial  home  that  had  been  so  much 
a  part  of  her  identity. 

Brian,  her  ex-husband  and  father  of  her  two 
precious  adult  children,  had  also  owned  a  business 
that  had  been  sold  as  a  part  of  the  divorce 
proceedings.  She  had  worked  to  help  him  build  it 
and  then  in  her  anger  had  just  as  readily  helped 
destroy  it.  The  anger  they  had  both  exhibited  had 
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been  very  destructive;  emotionally  and  financially, 
it  had  been  devastating.  Today,  though,  she  could 
see  that  from  all  that  anger  and  destruction  she  had 
learned  forgiveness.  Until  she  could  forgive  herself 
as  well  as  Brian,  she  had  continued  to  suffer.  She  had 
learned  the  hard  way  about  resentment,  and  trying 
to  get  even  had  nearly  destroyed  them  all. 

Yes,  the  losses  had  been  many,  but  so  had  the 
lessons.  Brian  had  drunk  too  much  for  years,  and  she 
had  denied  the  problem,  ignored  the  other  women, 
pretended  all  was  well,  and  worked  even  longer 
hours  until  eventually  it  all  blew  up  in  her  face.  He 
walked  out  in  a  rage  and  left  her  in  a  pile  of  ashes,  or 
maybe  it  was  dust.  By  that  time,  there  just  wasn't 
much  of  her  left.  She  was  depleted,  tired  of  being 
exploited.  There  was  no  energy  left  to  keep  feeding 
fuel  to  the  fire.  This  afternoon,  though,  she  was 
beginning  to  recognize  there  was  beginning  to  be  a 
rising  up  out  of  those  ashes  and  dust. 

She  wasn'  t  sure  when  the  dying  stopped  and 
the  rebirthing  started,  but  she  was  sure  now  that 
new  growth  was  all  around  her.  No,  it  hadn't  been 
about  repairing  the  old  or  restructuring  her  life  with 
someone  new.  It  was  about  a  metamorphosis.  She 
was  feeling  like  a  caterpillar  that  had  crawled  like  a 
lowly  worm  into  a  cocoon  and  worked  and  worked 
hard  for  the  past  seven  years  growing  into  a  beautiful 
butterfly.  She  was  definitely  out  of  the  cocoon,  and 
now  she  had  to  learn  aerodynamics  and  take  to 
flying  with  her  new  wings.  In  fact,  she  was  fascinated 
today  every  time  she  saw  a  replica  of  a  fairy,  and 
butterflies  had  become  a  real  source  of  wonderment 
to  her.  It  was  the  wings;  whenever  she  saw  wings, 
she  had  to  stop  and  study  them. 

Yes,  the  past  seven  years  had  definitely  been 
about  healing  and  mending.  A  time  to  die  and 
mourn  and  a  time  to  cocoon  and  be  reborn.  She  was 
beginning  to  realize  this  was  a  process  -  a  process  in 
which  powers  greater  than  herself  played  a  huge 
part.  She  had  fought  a  battle  with  alcoholism  in  a 
loved  one  and  lost,  only  now  she  had  won.  She  had 
learned  that  to  gain  one's  life,  we  must  first  lose  it. 
She  was  learning  that  when  one  gives  up  fighting, 
the  cosmos  steps  in  and  takes  over. 

The  losses  she  had  experienced  were  not 
going  to  be  replaced.  She  had  a  different  agenda  this 
time  around.  No  longer  would  material  things  hold 
the  same  attraction  or  would  her  own  friends  and 
family  be  her  only  concern.  She  was  gaining 
knowledge  and  experience  she  would  share  with 
others  that  were  treading  the  path  she  had  just 
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passed  through.  Life  had  taught  her  some  lessons, 
and  now  she  was  living  in  a  consciousness  where  the 
rules  had  changed,  and  she  was  about  to  get  her 
wings.  Life  was  now  going  to  be  about  flying  and 
seeing  and  feeling  and  being  wide  awake.  It  was  no 
longer  about  crawling  along  on  the  ground,  not 
being  able  to  see  above  or  below  you. 

"Susan."  John  startled  her  as  he  touched  her 
on  the  shoulder  and  bent  down  to  kiss  her  gently  on 
the  lips.  "I  didn't  hear  you  come  in  from  your  yoga 
lesson.  Have  you  been  here  all  afternoon?  It  has 
really  been  quiet  down  here." 

She  reached  up  and  put  her  arms  around  his 
neck  and  pulled  him  closer  to  her.  He  had  been  so 
supportive  of  her  these  last  few  years  as  she  struggled 
to  get  out  of  the  cocoon  and  her  wings  began  to  form. 
He,  too,  had  been  growing,  and  they  had  been  such 
a  comfort  to  each  other  even  though  it  certainly 
hadn't  always  been  easy.  Maybe  they  would  fly  off 
together  and  spend  the  rest  of  their  earthly  time 
together,  or  maybe  they  would  just  fly  a  little  ways 
and  part.  She  didn't  know. 

She  realized  she  had  never  known  it  had  all 
been  an  illusion.  She  only  thought  she  had  it  all 
figured  out.  Life  is  what  happens  when  you  are 
making  other  plans,  someone  had  told  her.  One 
thing  she  did  know  for  sure  -  they  had  both  gone 
from  human  beings  having  spiritual  experiences  to 
spiritual  beings  having  human  experiences,  and  it 
was  becoming  quite  fun.  She  was  seeing  it  was  about 
the  journey,  not  the  destination.  It  had  been  a  long, 
hard  transformation  but  well  worth  the  effort.  Now 
that  they  had  their  wings,  it  was  anyone's  guess 
where  they  were  off  to. 


No  Wonder 

Gary  Weinshenker 

If  to  err  is  human,  then  why  are  there  jails, 

and  If  we  have  freedom,  then  why  is  there  censorship, 

and  If  so  many  drugs  are  legal,  then  why  are  some  not, 

and  If  there's  a  national  debt,  why  loan  money 

to  foreign  countries, 

and  If  death  is  inevitable,  then  why  do  we  needlessly  prolong 

life, 

and  If  there's  poverty,  then  why  do  athletes  get  millions 

to  play  games, 

and  If  all  life  is  sacred,  then  what  gives  us  the  right  to 

destroy  so  much  of  it, 

and  If  we  euthanize,  then  why  not  for  one  who  can  actually 

make  that  choice, 

and  If  we  give  the  press  so  much  freedom,  then  why  can't 

they  give  some  back, 

and  If  we  control  the  populations  of  other  species,  then 

why  not  our  own, 

and  If  there's  wars  in  our  own  country,  then  why  fight  in 

others, 

and  If  we're  destroying  our  own  planet,  then  why  do  they 

keep  so  many  secrets, 

and  If  misery  loves  company,  then  is  it  any  wonder  why  I 

frequently  visit? 


Crayola 

Dojna  Corzine 

and  you  fell  right  out  of  folklore  to  the  image  in  my  eyes 

and  the  moon  was  clipping  pictures  just  to  hide  you  from  the  skies 

and  the  hole  of  my  whole  context  blew  away  in  all  the  wind 

and  you're  laughing  on  the  altar  as  you  sparkle  in  your  sins 

like  a  painted  picture  portrait  of  an  angel  falling  down 

you  sang  me  all  your  stories  of  your  demons  running  round 

my  crayon-  colored  world  burst  in  rusted  dagger  rain 

the  shot  that  stopped  the  clockworks  was  the  one  that  called  my  name 
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Souped  up  Rhymes 

Paul  Vollmer 

I  whip  it,  I  smack  it,  I  flip  it 
when  shit's  thick  or  shit  hits 
the  fan, 
man. 

I'm  never  tender  like  vittles 
I  write  rhymes  for  kicks, 
I'll  eat  a  twix  and  some  skittles. 
Then  I  giggle  huh  hee  hee  huh 
my  rhymes  are  so  fat 
a  dab  a  day'll  do  ya. 
'cuz  I'm  the  baddest 
I  got  more  fans  than  Randy  Travis 
make  a  cowboy  hop 
skip  flip  back  to  Dallas. 
I'm  the  Don. 

Have  you  seen  my  Grey  Poupon? 
bust  this,  I  roll  more  spliffs  than  Cheech  &  Chong. 
I  can't  lose  like  Parker  Lewis 
get  the  picture 

I'd  rock  a  Bar  Mitzvah  if  I  was  Jewish, 
but  I'm  not, 

so,  sittin'  on  the  bay  by  the  dock 
smokin',  strokin' 
on  my  big  fat  cock- 
er spaniel 

breaker  1-9,  what's  your  handle? 
Yes,  my  rhymes  are  souped  up 
but  don't  call  me  Campbells. 


Conservatism 

Angela  Brooks 

Open  up  to  the  close-minded  realm. 
Where  we  can  tick  off  the  impossibilities 
rivaling  the  real. 


How  much  wood... 

Gary  Weinshenker 

How  much  mood  mould  a  moodchuck  chuck 
If  the  moodchuck  didn't  haue  any  teeth? 


Water  breaking... 

Angela  Brooks 

water  breaking  -  slapped  him  hard 

his  feet  rest  in  crushed  glass  shards 

He  stares  above  the  ocean  tide, 

sees  the  horizon  far  and  wide 

he  hears  the  sound  of  seagulls  cry 

and  wonders  deep  into  the  night 


Beginning's  End 

Tony  Loveland 

I  break  through  the  darkness 

I  break  to  the  sky  to  fight  on  a  battlefield 

Where  many  have  died 

I  lash  out  my  sword 

To  fight  to  be  free 

and  shall  slay  anyone 

who  should  try  to  stop  me 

Eyes  are  filled  with  fire 

as  adrenaline  begins  to  flow 

Enemy  has  been  sighted 

through  the  drifted  snow 

Bugle  horns  are  sounded 

as  men  begin  to  yell 

I'm  gonna  take  your  soul 

Send  you  straight  to  hell 

Soldiers  begin  to  charge 

Minds  begin  to  race 

Anger  begins  to  build 

as  we  meet  face  to  face 

lood  begins  to  spill 

all  over  the  land 

Many  begin  to  fall 

for  they  can  no  longer  stand 

A  cold  blade  of  steel 

as  I  take  my  last  breath 

plunges  into  my  heart 

I  fall  to  certain  death 
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btished  in  this  issue,  four  of  the  above  had  to 


vote  for  acceptance.  For  the  awards,  only  John  Stobart  is  responsibie. 

This  issue  contains  seiections  from  students,  f acuity,  and  friends  of 

JK.  Oniy  current  students ,  however,  are  eiigibie  for  awards. 
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